Google 



This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on library shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of a project 

to make the world's books discoverable online. 

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject 

to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 

are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often difficult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other maiginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 

publisher to a library and finally to you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing tliis resource, we liave taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying. 
We also ask that you: 

+ Make non-commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
personal, non-commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain fivm automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort to Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attributionTht GoogXt "watermark" you see on each file is essential for in forming people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can't offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liabili^ can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on the web 

at |http: //books .google .com/I 



A DIURNAL 
jpor tfie Cfian0e0 anH Cfiatice0 of 



EDITED BY 

CATHARINE STURGK 



LONDON : 
HATCHARDS, PICCADILLY. 

1885. 



A 



^^^-S^. 



X 



13JUL 85 



^ 



So 

9n1i to tt^e Hear iWemore of 

iSOit ^i0tec 3[anet 

3t^i0 little 9S00& i0 3[n0Ctiibeti« 



* 98mrtiictu0 qui \>mit nomine DomtniJ 



In the name and peace of God 
I enter this new day. 
His grace of sleep hath made me strong; 
His gift of morning wakes my song : 
If in His name thou comest, O new day I 
Blessed art thou that comest, come what may. 

In the strength and faith of God 
I tread the solemn way 
To meet the things I hoped or feared, 
The things I have not guessed or heard. 
What if my courage fail in such assay ? 
Nay, but I have God's courage, come what may. 

In the gentleness of Christ, 

Christ, my soul array. 
Lest any outward joy or good 
Should shake her inmost lowlihood. 

Thou knowest my folly ; prove me not to-day; 
Or touch me with Thy meekness, come what may. 

Give me some new hope, my God I 

1 spent all yesterday. 

Indeed Thou knowest my soul of old. 

Her ancient evils manifold ; 
I am not new, who enter this new day ; — 
Let not old sins come on me, come what may. 



( viii ) 

In the harness of Thy host 
Thy soldier arm alway. 
Unworthy I their joy, their fame, 
The crown of them that overcame ; 
And yet — to fight the good fight— once to say 
' I kept the field;' this grant me, come what may. 

In the truth and light of God 
I set my soul, and say, 
' To Thy straight gaze accustom me. 
Thy strictest, sweetest liberty. 
Search me, dread Searcher 1 try me, cleanse me ; yea. 
And in thy truth and light then judge me, come 
what may.' B. B. B. 
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%^t iPeto gear. 

3(anuar^ i. 

Peace be on the passing year, 

And Hope within the new. Anon. 

I ASKED the New Year for some motto sweet, 
Some rule of life by which to guide my feet. 
I asked, and paused — it answered soft and low, 
* God's will to know.* 

'Will knowledge then suffice, New Year?' I cried ; 
But ere the question into silence died. 
The answer came : * Nay, this remember too, 
God's will to do.' 

Once more I asked, * Is there still more to tell ?* 
And once again the answer sweetly fell : 
* Yes 1 this one thing all other things above. 

God's will to love.' Anon. 
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%^z iPeto gear. 

3(anuar)^ i* 

Peace be on the passing year, 
And Hope within the new. 



Anon. 
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%^t ifleto gear. 

Peace be on the passing year, 

And Hope within the new. Anon. 

I ASKED the New Year for some motto sweet, 
Some rule of life by which to guide my feet. 
I asked, and paused — it answered soft and low, 
* God's will to know.' 

* Will knowledge then suflfice. New Year?' I cried ; 
But ere the question into silence died. 

The answer came : * Nay, this remember too, 
God's will to do.' 

Once more I asked, * Is there still more to tell ?' 
And once again the answer sweetly fell : 

* Yes I this one thing all oi:her things above. 

God's will to love.' Anon. 
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JANUARY 2, S. 



*^ttt cooti <$ift from abotoe/ 

I KNOW of no higher attribution that can be giveiv 
to man than that of unselfishness and dutifulness,^ 
recognising that the law of his being does not spring 
from himself, but comes to him from God. 

There surely is light and strength somewhere in 
an ocean-fountain ; the scanty rills of them which we 
find in ourselves seem to indicate an infinite source 
from whence they come ; and it is pleasant to find 
that infinite source a personal being — a Father — a 
Friend in whom we may trust, to whom we may 
pour out our hearts. Thomas Erskine. 



3(«naat)? 3. 

LiVB on, brave lives, chained to the narrow round 

Of duty ; live, expend yourselves, and make 

The Orb of Being wheel onward steadfastly 

Upon its path — ^the Lord of Life alone 

Knows to what goal of good ; work on, live on. 

Lewis Morris. 

Give unto me, made lowly wise. 

The spirit of self-sacrifice ; 

The confidence of reason give, 

And in the light of truth Thy bondsman let me live. 

Wordsworth. 





€iaxit2 — Hotoe* 
3(anuar)^ 4. 

Charity suffereth long, and is kind ... is not 
easily provoked, thinketh no evil , . . beareth all 
things, hopeth all things, endureth all things. 

z Cor. xiii. 4, 5, 7. 

Love one another in spite of differences, in spite 
of faults, in spite of the excesses of one or the defects 
of another. Love one another, and make the best 
of one another, as He loved us, who, for the sake of 
saving what was good in the human soul, forgot, for- 
gave, put out of sight what was bad. . . . Make the 
most of what there is good in institutions, in opinions, 
in communities, in individuals. It is very easy to do 
the reverse, to make the worst of what there is of 
evil, absurd and erroneous. . . . But this was not 
the new love wherewith we are to love one another. 

Dban Stanley. 



iWaftinc ^t l^tut of Hife* 
3(8nuac? 5* 

I SHOULD myself hesitate to say, * Whatever is, is 
best ;' but I have strong faith that it is /or the best, 
and that the general stream of tendency is toward 
good. Bishop Thirlwall. 

My constant thought makes manifest 
I have not what I love the best, 
But I must thank God for the rest 
While I hold heaven a verity. 

Jean Ingelow, 
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/AJFTA^TiL 



Jweaattw e. 

Ah me I thsd by so frail and fe^blt tfcrcid 
Oar life is hokJcn — that not life alone. 
But all that life has won 
May in an hour be gathered to the dead : 
The skyw additions that build up the mind. 
The ikitl that by temptation we have bought. 
And sxiHenngf and whatever has been tao^t 
By lengthened years and converse with our kind, 
Th«t all may cease together. 



Be strong, be strong, 
Ye that remain, nor fruitlessly revolve, 
tlafkling, the riddles that ye cannot solve, 
But do the works that unto you belong ; 
Believing that for every mystery, 
Knt all the death, the darkness, and the curse 
or tills dim universe 
Needs a solution, full of love must be. 

Archbishop Trbnch. 



JANUARY 7, 8, 



Jlanuarp y. 

Let all the world in every comer sing, 

My God and King. 
The heavens are not too high, 
His praise may thither flie ; 
The earth is not too low, 
His praises there may grow. 

The church with psalms must shout. 
No doore can keep them out ; 
But, above all, the heart 
Must bear the longest part. 
Let all the world in every comer sing, 

My God and King. 

George Herbert. 



^nustinc for tf)e jFuture^ 
3|attuac)^ 8» 

Though wayside brooks be dried we will not 
murmur ; 

Though faith may falter, yet we shall not fail ; 
God's promise resteth on a groundwork firmer 

Than all the doubtings of the faint and frail. 

Life's thorny thickets shall not rend our raiment, 

Nor shoes wax old ere yet the day be spent ; 
One taste of Eshcol's grapes is over-payment 
For every bitter herb around our tent. 

Mrs. F. D. Crewdson. 
. X 
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JANUAR Y 9, 10. 



Contentment* 

Slanuar^ g. 

Contentment — which, whatever its immediate 
shape, to be contentment at all, must be the Will* of 
God — lay beyond. Alas I that men cannot believe 
that there is such a thing as ' that good and accept- 
able and perfect Will of God T To those who do 
believe it, it is the rejoicing of a conscious deliver- 
oncCt George Macdonald. 




3(n a €itt* 
Stnuat)^ xo. 

Let me move slowly through the street, 
Filleil with on ever-shifting train, 

Amid the sounds of steps that beat 
The murmuring walks like autumn rain. 

fiacK where his tasks or pleasures call, 
Thtey jvis*» and heeil each other not. 

TtH?r!f b who hctxls* who holds them all 
\\\ His Ut^ love and l>oundless thought. 

llve^ie jitnig^ing tides of life that seem 
Itt wtivwatvU aimless o^urse to lcnd» 

Ainf t^^v^ie* of the mighty stream 
Itwit irv4hi; tv^ 5ts a|>|vHnted end. 



JANUARY 11, 12. 



Eelicion in S>ail? Hife^ 

3(attuat? II. 

Whatsoever ye do, do it heartily, as to the Lord« 

Col. iii. 9T{, 

Do all in the name of the Lord Jesus. 

Col. iii. 17. 

But can, one will say, all such little acts be done 
to Him ? Were it not almost an indignity to bring 
such little things in reference to His great Majesty ? 
One might rather say, great love shows itself in little 
acts. So we ourselves feel it in earthly love. Nothing 
is too little to be done for one deeply loved. In great 
acts we may please ourselves, have self-satisfaction, 
be self-complacent. Nothing but deep, fixed love 
will do unweariedly all little things, not for its own 
will, but to please whom it loves. Love has the 
object of its love ever in its eye, its thoughts. It acts 
spontaneously, because it loves ; not to show its love, 
but because it loves and cannot but so act. 

Dr. Pusev. 



♦3[n0tattt in IPrager^' 
3Ianuacp 12. 

Grant us to keep at least a prompt desire, 
Continual readiness for prayer or praise. 

An altar heaped, and waiting to take fire 
With the least spark, and leap into a blaze. 

Archbishop Trench. 

Spontaneously to God should tend the soul, 
Like the magnetic needle to the pole. x. Hood. 




8 



JANUARY IBy U. 



How beautiful is youth ! how bright it gleams 
With its illusions, aspirations, dreams ! 
Book of beginnings, story without end, 
Each maid a heroine and each man a friend. 
Aladdin's lamp, and Fortunatus* purse 
That holds the treasures of the universe ! 

But age is possibility no less 

Than youth itself, though in another dress ; 

And as the evening twilight fades away. 

The sky is filled with stars invisible by day. 

Longfellow. 




%iz jFauIt0 of ^^ttfi. 
Kattuac)^ 14. 

Study to be patient in bearing with the defects 
and infirmities of others of what kind soever, because 
thou also hast many things which others must bear 
withal. If thou canst not make thyself such as thou 
wouldest be, how canst thou have another to thy 
liking ? We would willingly have others perfect, yet 
we mend not our own defects. 

Thou shouldest, nevertheless, under such hind- 
rances earnestly pray that God may vouchsafe to 
help thee, and that thou mayest bear them in a 
kindly spirit. Thomas A Kempis. 



JANUARY 15, 16, 



9 Contmteti iWinti« 
3|8tiu8rp i5» 

How happy is he born and taught, 

Who serveth not another's wUl ; 
Whose armour is his honest thought, 

And simple truth his only skill ! 
Whose passions not his masters are. 

Whose soul is still prepared for death. 
Untied to this vain world by care 

Of public fame or private breath 1 
This man is freed from servile bonds 

Of hope to rise or fear to fall, 
Lord of himself though not of lands. 

And having nothing, yet hath all. 

Sir Henry Wotto: 



3[n dorroiD* 
3|8ttuari? i6. 

Pray, pray, thou who weepest. 

And the drops will slacken so ; 
Weep, weep, the watch thou keepest 

With a quicker count will go. 
Think : — The shadow on the dial 

For the nature most undone, 
Marks the passing of the trial. 

Proves the presence of the sun. 

E. B. Brownin 

Is any among you afflicted ? let him pray. 

Janies v. i 
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JANUARY 17, 18, 



iLoneIine00« 
3|anttaT]? 17* 

Light flashes in the gloomiest sky. 
And music in the dullest plain. 

For there the lark is soaring high 
Over her flat and leafless reign. 

And chanting in so blithe a tone, 
It shames the weary heart to feel itself alone. 

K£BLE. 

We may look home, and seek in vain 

A fond fraternal heart. 
But Christ hath given His promise plain 

To do a Brother's part. Kbblb. 



Kanuar^ 18. 

The work a man does for himself and his own 
sake onfy is always done in a poor spirit. ... If 
we work for ourselves only, we must be selfish ; and 
no selfish work can be a noble work, nor can any 
workman or man of business, who simply works for 
himself alone, be a noble-hearted or high-minded 
man. It is noble in some degree if we work and 
deny ourselves, and are patient in working for our 
families and friends ; it is nobler if we work for the 
nublic good ; it is noblest of all if we work, as our 
Master worked, for our Father in heaven. 

Rev. John Congrevk. 




JANUARY 19, 20, ii 

%%t iSenefit of affliction* 

Kanuar]^ ig. 

The veriest triflers learn wisdom through sorrow. 
As I look back on my own life, I find all the most 
remarkable epochs marked by the deathbeds of those 
whom I loved. These were fresh starting-points for 
the character. This must be a common experience. 

Thomas Erskinb. 

It is good for me that I have been afflicted. 

Ps. czix. 71. 

3[n Difficult?* 

3Ianaar^ 20. 

Straightway Jesus spake unto them sa3ring, It 
is I : be not afraid. st. Matt. xiv. 27. 

Lord, it is Thou ! and I can walk 

Upon the heaving sea, 
Firm in a vexed unquiet way. 

Because I come to Thee. 
If Thou art all I hope to gain, 

And all I fear to miss. 
There is a highway for my heart 

Through rougher seas than this. 

These waters would not hold me up 

If Thou wert not my end ; 
But whom Thou callest to Thyself 

Even wind and waves defend. 
Our very perils shut us in 

To Thy supporting care, 

We venture on the awful deep. 

And find our courage there. 

A. L. Waring. 
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fANUARY 21, 22, 



^joifmmt of life* 

3Iaiiuarp 21* 

It so falls out. 
That what we have we prize not to the worth 
Whiles we enjoy it ; but being lacked and lost, 
Why then we rack the value, then we find 
The virtue that possession would not show us 
Whiles it was ours. Shakspearb. 

We all seek happiness so eageriy, that in the 
pursuit we often lose that joyous sense of existence, 
and those quiet daily pleasures, the value of which 
our pride alone prevents us from acknowledging. 

Sir Arthur Helps. 
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Dm 96e* 

3l8nuarp 22, 

Who can peer 
Into another soul, or tell at all 
What hidden energies befall 
The aged lingering here ? 
When all the weary brain 
Seems dull, the immeasurable fields of life 
Lie open to the memory, and again 
They know the youthful joys, the hurry and the strife. 
And feel, but gentlier now, the ancient pain. 
In the uneasy vigils of the night 
Before the tardy light, 

There come such long processions of the dead, 
That round them stands a blessed company. 
Holding high converse, though no word be said. 
Till only what is past and gone doth seem 
To live, and all the Present is a dream. 

Lev^is M.oiiK\s. 
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JANUARY 23, 24. 13 



C|)ri0t our iLtfe« 
Hanuar^ 23. 

How can I express my conviction of the depth of 
wisdom and instruction to be learned from Christ's 
character, His teaching, His work, if only we set 
ourselves not to repeat phrases respecting Him, but 
to ask and to seek out what He really was and is to 
us, what He really taught, what He really did? It 
may be that our search will be constantly baffled, 
but it will more often be that even the humblest will 
be amply rewarded, even the most aspiring will find 
that by penetrating behind that veil he has gained a 
power that he never found elsewhere ; that he has 
found a new footing and seen a new life in every 
Scripture which tells him of the Word made Flesh. 

Dean Stanley. 



delf'^jcaminatiottf 

Kanuarp 24. 

By all means use sometimes to be alone. 
Salute thyself : see what thy soul doth wear. 
Dare to look in thy chest ; for *tis thine own, 
And tumble up and down what thou find'st there. 

Summe up at night what thou hast done by day. 
And in the morning what thou hast to do. 

George Herbert. 

And none can say but alle my lyfTe 

I have His wordyes kept. 
And summed the actions of the day 

Eche nighte before I slept. 
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JANUAR Y Z5, 26. 



* EeacfHntf Mmtn to Z^m^B Mine/ 
%%nu%tt 25. 

Tjs joy to think 
That every reaching forth to good that's given 
\% )/ut a new and golden link 
Between the earth and heaven ; 
That (whatftr)C*er our spirit-zone may be) 
Ixxvc to Thee, Lord, means ever love^i^w Thee. 

NathlcM, would I lx;gin 

hy telling all my sin. 

Which yet cannot Ixr told ! 

How shall I separate new things from old ? 

Nor needs it now unfold 

The dismal history of a wasted prime ; 

Better to use this richly dowered time 

In pressing straight 

To heaveivs gate, 

And handing in my cause to man's great Advocate. 

R..B. RUTTER. 



%1^z <&tru00fe of ILife« 
3Ianuarp 26. 

Tllot; knowcst all our wccjjinc, fainting, striving, 
Thou know'st how very hard it is to be ; 

How hard to rouse faint will not yet reviving, 
To do the j)urc thing, trusting unto Thee : 
To hold Thou art there, although no face we see : 

How hard to think, through cold, and dark and dearth, 

That Thou art nearer now than when eye-seen on 
earth. G. Macdonald. 



JANUARY 27, 28. 15 



Difficulty* 
Slanuat]? 27. 

Difficulty is a severe instructor, set over us by 
the supreme ordinance of a parental Guardian and 
Legislator, who knows us better than we know our- 
selves, as He loves us better too. Our antagonist is 
our helper. This amicable conflict with difficulty 
obliges us to an intimate acquaintance with our ob- 
ject, and compels us to consider it in all its relations : 
it will not suffer us to be superficial. Burke. 



90pitation« 

Hanuarp 28* 

Great God of spirits ! I would live in Thee, 

At home, or far, beneath Thy sheltering shield ; 
When I repose, Thy blessing fall on me. 

Gently as summer dew on thirsty field ! 
And when I wake at mom. Thy spirit peld 

Light, like the glorious burst of rising sun. 
At noon, at night, with Thine approval sealed ; 
With Thee all ended as with Thee begun. 
No higher wish have angels, — nor would I , 
Than this — with Thee to live, to move, to die. 

James Edmeston. 
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JANUAR Y 29, SO. 



Eelifiiott ann Dut;^ 
3|anuar]^ 29* 

Religion is to care much and care always for 
doing your duty. 

I am not sa)ring that Christ taught us nothing else ; 
I am not sapng that morality is religion. He came 
as the great Revealer of God ; He came to throw 
light on our present and our future, to give men 
guidance and hope : He came as a Saviour and Re- 
deemer, as the Light of the world, and Revealer of 
the Father. But I am saying that the sum and sub- 
stance of His teaching as regards the expression of our 
feeling towards God whom He revealed, was that 
this expression, this religion, consisted in a keen 
sensibility and loyal obedience to God's will ; or, to 
express this in the plainest way, it is to care much, 
and to care always, for doing our duty. 

Rev. J. M. Wilson. 



%\>z 3[ntitiieIIm0 dpirit^ 

3(anuarp 30. 

There is a Holy Spirit throned within us (of our 

good and evil deeds the Guardian and Observer), who 

draws towards us as we draw towards Him. 

Seneca. 

The Spirit Himself beareth witness with our spirit 

that we are the children of God. Rom. viii. 16. 



JANUARY 31. 17 



%%z ipottet'0 ^))eef* 

Hatiuarp 31 • 

Turn, turn, my wheel I this earthen jar, 
A touch can make, a touch can mar : 

And shall it to the Potter say, 
What makest Thou ? Thou hast no hand ? 
As men who think to understand 
A world by their Creator planned. 

Who wiser is than they. Longfellow. 
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-Mc FEBRUARY. :f^ 



Jebruarp !• 
Praise to God, immortal praise, 
For the love that crowns our days ! 
Bounteous source of every joy, 

Let Thy praise our tongues employ. 

A. L. Bakbauld. 

Thus my Creator ! thus the more 
My spirit's wing to Thee can soar, 
The more she triumphs to behold 
Thy love in all Thy works unfold. 
And bids her hymns of rapture be 
Most glad when rising most to Thee I 

Mrs. Hemans. 



)9eace of iWinn. 

JFebruarp 2. 

I THINK there is such a thing as peace of con- 
science even in this life. I do not mean careless 
peace, or heedless peace. I mean a calm conscious- 
ness of an understanding, so to speak, between the 
soul and its Lord. Unless a Christian is aware of 
having on hand an idol dearer than God, I see no 
reason why he should not live in peace, even while 
he is aware that he is not yet finished (^^^tfesA. 
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FEBRUARY 3. 



JTeliruarp 3. 

One by one we miss the voices which we loved so 

well to hear ; 
One by one the kindly faces in that shadow disappear. 
Yet upon the mist before us fix thine eyes with closer 

view ; 
See, beneath its sullen skirts, the rosy morning 

glimmers through. 
One whose feet the thorns have wounded passed that 

barrier and came back, 
With a glory on His footsteps lighting yet the dreary 

track. 
Boldly enter where He entered ; all that seems but 

darkness here, 
When thou once hast passed beyond it, haply shall be 

crystal clear. 
Viewed from that serener realm, the walks of human 

life may lie 
Like the page of some familiar volume, open to thine 

eye. 

Till beyond the border where that brooding mystery 

bars the sight, 
Those whom thou hast fondly cherished stand with 

thee in peace and light. w. C. Bryant. 



/ 



FEBRUARY 4, 5. 21 

%^z Daton of dimlia; {^ dic&ne00)* 
JTebruari^ 4. 

It was upon a sick and sleepless bed, 

Harassed by fever and perturbed by thought, 

With mind unquiet and with weary head, 
Seeking the slumber which in vain I sought. 

That the slow hours dragged heavily away. 
And every knell I counted as it past. 
Till the long numbered period came at last, 

Which closed the week, and oped the Sabbath-day. 

Sudden methought I heard a chorus rise. 
The ravishment of music from afar. 
The Sabbath hymning of each heavenly star, 

The distant sound of angel sjnnphonies : 

Then, sweetly lulled, a calm stole o*er my breast. 

And all my spirit sank in quiet rest. 

Jambs Eumeston. 



^I^e l^atf) of I^eace« 

JTeliraBr)? 5. 

O PEACEFUL thought ! O happy rest ! 
To walk with Jesus, and be blest ; 
To feel Him near when tempests roll, 
And have His simshine in the soul. 

Ah, Jesus, Master, may we meet 
Life's changes resting at Thy feet ; 
With sweet content to do Thy will. 
To work, to suffer, or be still ! 



« 



22 FEBRUARY 6, 7. 



JFor a ii5ur0e* 
ifelirttarp 6. 

Take up the lesson, O my heart ; 

Thou Lord of meekness, write it there, 
Thine own meek self to me impart 

Thy lofty hope. Thy lowly prayer. 

Too happy, on my silent path. 

If now and then allowed, with Thee 

Watching some placid, holy death, 
Thy secret work of love to see : 

But oh, most happy, should Thy call, 
Thy welcome call, at last be given — 

* Come where thou long hast stored thy all, 
Come see thy place prepared in heaven.* 

Krble. 



/ 



%^t ©re0ence of C|>ri0t* 

JFebruarp 7. 

He who can bear the weight of his own thoughts 
Is not alone, for wisdom is his guest ; 
How few can hold such lofty fellowship ! 

Yet we are made for action, and need here 
Not life in heaven, but rather heavenly life 
Transplanted, making pure the air we breathe. 
* Lo, I am with you alway ' — Yes, Thou art. 
Nor with us least when most we mourn Thy loss. 
Thou only art, we but exist in Thee, 
Yet Thy unseen though living bond of love 
Links earth to heaven, and lifts us up to God. 



FEBRUARY 8, 9. 23 



31n l^ro0pect of DiflScuIt Dutg* 
JFeliruarp 8. 

Shrink thou not, nor be faint-hearted 

In untoward circumstance — 
Fires are quenched and waters parted 

For the saints' deliverance ; 
F'ear thou not what may befall thee, 
Boldly go where duties call thee. 

J. E. B. (from TAe Dove on the Cross.) 

Fear thou not ; for I am with thee : be not 
dismayed ; for I am thy God : I will strengthen 
thee ; yea, I will help thee. isa. xli. 10. 



* Z^t Sftmt of t^t Spirit/ 

ifelirttarp 9. 

I AM the true Vine, and my Father is the Husband- 
man. Abide in Me, and I in you. As the branch 
cannot'bear fruit of itself, except it abide in the vine ; 
no more can ye, except ye abide in Me. He that 
abideth in Me, and I in him, the same bringeth forth 
much fruit. John, xv. i, 4, 5. 

The fruit of the Spirit is love, joy, peace, long- 
suffering, kindness, goodness, faithfulness, meekness, 
temperance. Gal. v. 22, 23. 

The husbandman waiteth for the precious fruit 
of the earth, and hath long patience for it. 



I 



/ 

/ 



24 FEBRUARY 10, 11. 



JTelitttBtp 10. 

Religion does not censure nor exclude 

Unnumbered pleasures harmlessly pursued : 

To study culture, and with artful toil 

To meliorate and tame the stubborn soil ; 

To give dissimilar yet fruitful lands 

The grain, or herb, or plant that each demands ; 

To cherish virtue in a humble state, 

And share the joys your bounty may create ; 

To mark the matchless workings of the power 

That shuts within its seed the &ture flower, 

Sends Nature forth the daughter of the skies 

To dance on earth, and charm all human eyes ; 

To teach the canvas innocent deceit. 

To lay the landscape on the snowy sheet — 

These, these, are arts pursued without a crime, 

That leave no stain upon the wing of time. 

COWPBR. 

amiability. 
jFebruat? 11. 

Amiability may be regarded as one of the highest 
of the Christian virtues. Like all others, it can only 
be acquired by the Lord's divine help. Self-sacrifice 
is the first reauisite to amiability, and its truest test. 
It is easy to be amiable when we can have our own 
way at the same time, but to give up one's own will 
in order to please others is more difficult, and is a 
crucial test of our motives. 

O. Prescott Hillbr. 

Even Christ pleased not Himself. Rom. xv. 3. 

\ 



FEBR UARY 12, 13. 25 



jre!jru8rp 12. 

Mysterious to all thought 
A mother's prime of bliss, 
When to her eager lips is brought 
Her infant's thrilling kiss. 
O never shall it set, the sacred light 

Which dawns that moment on her tender gaze, 
In the eternal distance blending bright 
Her darling's hope and hers, for love and joy and 
praise. Ksblb. 

For this child I prayed ; and the Lord hath given 
me my petition which I asked of Him. My heart 
rejoiceth in the Lord. i Sam. i. 27 ; ii. i. 



3[op in €)ottotii« 
jFeibruBrp 13. 

Never so glad as when the heart is broken ! 

Never so happy as when brought most low ! 
'Tis then the tender words of peace are spoken, 

'Tis then that tears of gladness rise and flow — 
'Tis a hard lesson, hard and slowly taught, 

That we are worthless still as in the past, 
That we who once our sins and follies brought, 

Have little else to bring — from first to last. 

'Tis a hard lesson, and we often wait 

In outer darkness, longing for the light. 
Because we fear to enter through the gate. 

And still so poor, into His holy sight — 
Wait on the threshold while He waits within, 

With such a welcome beaming from His face ! 
This is the privilege He died to win, 

To stretcn to all the sceptre of H\s ^x^^s:^. 




26 FEBRUARY U, IS. 

JTelbraarf 14. 

There are who siy the world is drear, 
A baffling maze of sins and pains, 

Where mortals crouch in wildering fear. 
And death o'er every homestead reigns. 

But earth is not a place of tombs. 

In spite of all that cynics say. 
For God hath sent forth balms and blooms 

To heal the plague and scent the way. 

And tribute rich and ample hoard 
Bear witness to rebuke the wrong ; 

And Nature vindicates her Lord 
In buoyant life and woodland song. 

J. MORLEV PUNSHON. 



C^oio to Wotft* 

JTebruatp 15. 

A RIGHT application to work requires two things : 
First, that we perceive clearly what we have to do, 
and in what manner we ought to do it. Secondly, 
that we aim at doing our work in the very best way we 
can, and at doing it in the shortest time in which we 
can do it well. Now all that hinders these objects is 
bad — whether it be gossip or laughter, singing or 
praying, mirth or sadness. And whoever falls into 
any of these errors, and thus fails in application to 
work (the work which is ordained by the same God 
who ordained prayer and praise), whoever, I say, falls 
into these errors, whether it be by levity, or a false 
conception of devotion, will certainly be in some way 
chastened by God. J. F. Obbrlin. 



I 



FEBRUARY U, 17. 27 



Dutg* 
Jfebruarp 16. 

Do the duty that lies nearest to thee ; thy second 

duty will already have become clearer. 

T. Carlylb. 

For Knowledge is a steep that few may climb. 
While Duty is a path that all may tread. 

Lewis Morris. 



jFebruarp 17. 

Come to me, gentle Sleep ! 

I pine, I pine for thee ; 
Come with thy spells, the soft, the deep, 

And set my spirit free 1 
Each lonely, burning thought, 

In twilight languor steep — 
Come to the full heart, long overwrought, 

O gentle, gentle Sleep. 

Come with thine urn of dew. 

Sleep, gentle Sleep ; yet bring 
No voice, love's yearning to renew, 

No vision on thy wing. 
Come as to folding flowers. 

To birds in forests deep — 
Long, dark, and dreamless be thine hours 

O gentle, gentle Sleep ! Mrs. Hemans. 



28 FEBRUARY IB, 19. 



' Z^t ISeatific minion.' • 

JTeliruarp i8. 

Suddenly, as if it lightened, 
An unwonted splendour brightened 
All within him and without him 
In that narrow cell of stone : 
And he saw the blessed Vision 
Of our Lord with light Elysian, 
Like a vesture wrapped about Him, 
Like a garment round Him thrown. 

Not as crucified and slain, 

Not in agonies of pain, 

Not with bleeding hands and feet. 

Did the Monk his Master see ; 

But as in the village street, 

In the house or harvest-field, 

Halt, and lame, and blind He healed. 

When He walked in Galilee. Loncpbllow. 



*^\it Jmoimtt in 90ittn0«' 
Hfebtuit^ 19. 

For when, by earth's cross-lights perplexed. 

We ask the things that should not be ; 

God, reading right our erring text, 

Grants what we would ask, could we see. 

Anon. 



FEBR UAR Y 20, 21, «9 

jFelituar; 20. 

Never so truly happy : 
I know myself now ; and I feel within me 
A peace above all earthly dignities, — 
A still and quiet conscience. Shakspearb. 

It takes not much to make a feast of joy 

In hearts where Jesus dwells. Dull, tedious days. 

Small taste of love, and lack of human praise ; 

Hours holding less of comfort than annoy. 

All adverse circumstances He can employ 

To show how powerless every changing phase 

Of life, how futile man's malicious ways. 

His children's calm to trouble or destroy. 

J. E. A. Brown. 



JFeBruarp 21. 

Our birth is but a sleep and a forgetting : 

The sout that rises with us, our life's star, 
Hath had elsewhere its setting, 
And Cometh from afar : 

Not in entire forgetfulness, 
And not in utter nakedness, 
But trailing clouds of glory do we come 
From God, who is our home : 
Heaven lies about us in our infancy ! 



Wordsworth. 



30 



FEBRUARY 22, 23, 



9p|Hireiit JFatlun* 

But noble souls through dust and heat 
Rise from disaster and defeat 

The stronger ; 
And conscious still of the divine 
Within them, lie on earth supine 

No longer. Longfellow. 

Neither despair nor hurry, but set to work with the 
steady purpose of one who knows that God is on his 
side ; and that though He bids us * work while it is 
called To-day,* yet the great Husbandman is patient. 

Oct AVI A Hill. 



3(n Di0couta0ement« 

JFelitttarp 23. 

Nor does the advancement of the spiritual life con- 
sist so much in having the grace of consolation, as in 
bearing the withdrawal of it with humility, resigna- 
tion, and patience ; so as not to grow remiss in the 
earnestness of thy prayer at that time, nor suffer thine 
other wonted works to slip altogether away. But 
that thou willingly do what lies in thee, according to 
the best of thy ability and understanding, and take 
care not to neglect thyself wholly through the dr3mess 
and anxiety of mind which thou feelest. 

Thomas A Kempis. 



FEBRUAR Y 24, 25, 31 



Z^t Deati^ of a €iiUi* 
Jfelituat; 24. 

His little grave I cannot see, 

Though weary months have fled 
Since pitying lips bent over me, 

And whispered, * He is dead ! ' — 
Ah ! me, 

'Tis dreadful to be dead ! 

I do not mean for one like me — 

So weary, worn, and weak, — 
Death's shadowy paleness seems to be 

Even now upon my cheek, 
His seal 

On form, and brow, and cheek. 

All fearfully, all tearfully. 

Alone and sorrowing. 
My dim eye lifted to the sky, 

Fast to the cross I cling. 
O Christ I 

To Thy dear cross I cling. Emily Judson. 



irefiruarp 25* 

Without the hope based on the faith that we are 
fellow-workers together with God, without the love 
stimulated by the revelation of Divine love, without 
the sense of a power guiding and correcting our ill- 
regulated emotions, our work cannot be satisfactorily 
done. B^QCivyE. YAKw.'Ktsr^ . 



32 FEBRUARY Ze, 27. 



Thy glorious eye pervadeth space ; 
ThouTt present. Lord, in every place ; 
And wheresoe'er my lot may be 
Still shall my spirit cling to Thee — 
To Thee, my God, to Thee ! 

Renouncing every worldly thing. 
Safe *neath the covert of Thy wing. 
My sweetest thought henceforth shall be. 
That all I want I find in Thee, 

In Thee, my God, in Thee ! 
J. F. Oberlin. (Translated by Mrs. Daniel WiltoH.) 



I 



(EBatI? Deat|y* 

JTeBruatp 27. 

And fear to sorrow with increase of grief, 

When they who go before, 

Go furnished, or because their span was brief. 

Archbishop Trench. 

It is not growmg like a tree 
In bulk doth make man better be : 
Or standing long an oak, three hundred year, 
To fall a log at last, dry, brown, and sere ; 
A lily of a day 
Is fairer far in May: 
Although it fall and die that night, 
It was Ihe plant and flower of Light. 
In small proportions we just beautie§ see ; 
And in short measures life may perfect be. 

Ben Jonson. 

^ 



FEBR VARY 28, 29. 33 



ILi0f)t in Dar6ne00« 
jFebruatp 28. 

How dark, how desolate 
Would many a moment be, 

Could we not spring 

On hope's bright wing 
O God, to Heaven and Thee ! 
And sometimes streaks of light 
And sunny beams we see, 

They shine so bright 

Through sorrow's night 
They need must come from Thee ! 

From the Greek, 



%hz l^oioer of IPtaper* 
jFelituar]? 29. 

I DO believe ; and yet, in grief, 
I pray for help to unbelief ; 
For needful strength aside to lay 
The daily cumberings of my day. 

J. G. Whittikr. 

Prayer is the secret, to myself I said, 

Strong supplication must call down the charm ; 

And thus with untuned heart I prayed. 

Knocking at Heaven's gate with palsied arm. 




-Mc MARCH. *-^ 



Zit ILe00on0 of ^rina* 
^arcti z. 

The stormy March is come at last. 

With wind, and cloud, and changing skies ; 

I hear the rushing of the blast. 
That through the snowy valley flies. 

Ah, passing few are they who speak, 
Wild, stormy month ! in praise of thee ; 

Yet, though thy winds are loud and bleak. 
Thou art a welcome month to me. 

For thou to northern lands again 
The glad and glorious sun doth bring. 

And thou hast joined the gentle train. 
And wear'st the gentle name of Spring. 

Thou bring'st the hope of those calm skies, 

And that soft time of sunny showers. 

When the wide bloom on earth that lies 

Seems of a brighter world than ours. 

W. C. Bryant. 



I 
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^ KAjcZ^XI. 



^EfMt '^OBtSBi SIX CSSF 



Ixa^ Biftsr:*, ia. i',w*r* -jracE laoer Qesy 

W« poott frdWi .^df c^ c«r3 cfioncs 
We ^im^ chat ocEer^ sn^ i 

All ifnoffk int icif 2fe locr. 

Ye», they hare cat^it die «2j of God, 

To wh^/m felf fics dtspl^cd 
f n MU^ clear risirjia as to cast 

O V <Hhers' iattlts a shade. F 



9 M9Mt TLvMtimL 

MAY I Join the choir invi»ible 

Of (hoHo Immortal <lcacl who live again 

In mimiN mttdc better t^ their presence : live 

111 iMilhdR Mlirrcd to f^cncrosity, 

hi tt^oiU ofilnrini; rcclitmlc, in scorn 

Kor luUt^rHlilc nlmN that end with self, 

\\\ \\\y\\\^\\\n Miiltlintc! that pierce the night like stars, 

Attil with thc^lr mlhl pcrNiNtcncc urge mcn^s search 

')S» Vrtntl*r lM«r«*, George Eliot. 



A 



MARCH 4, 5. 37 



Thus often when we feel alone, 

Nor help nor comfort near, 
*Tis only that our eyes are dim, 
Doubting and sad we see not Him 

Who waiteth still to hear. 

Open our eyes, O Lord, we pray. 

To see our way — our Guide, 
That by the path that here we tread, 
We, following on, may still be led 

In Thy light to abide. L. N. R. 

Jesus Himself drew near and went with them. 
But their eyes were holden that they should not know 
Him. St. Luke, xxiv. 15, x6. 



Zmt ^Bniatmmt of Hife^ 

Meanwhile the joy whereby we ought to live. 
Neglected or unheeded, disappears. 
Wiser it were to welcome and make ours 
Whatever of good, though small, the present brings — 
Kind greetings, sunshine, song of birds, and flowers. 
With a child's pure delight in little things. 
And of the griefs unborn to rest secure. 
Knowing that mercy ever will endure. 



38 MARCH 6, 7. 



^ Z^t IPeace of ^oH/ 

What shall make trouble ? not an adverse fate, 

Not chilling poverty or worldly care ; 
They who are trending to a better state 

Want but that peace to make them feel they are : 
Care o er life's little day 

The tempest-clouds may roll, 
Peace o'er its eve shall play, 
The moonlight of the soul. Anon. 



Ethereal minstrel ! pilgrim of the sky I 
Dost thou despise the earth where cares abound ? 

Or, while thy wings aspire, are heart and eye 
Both with thy nest upon the dewy ground ? 

Wordsworth. 

O WELCOME in the cheerfiil day I 
Through rosy clouds the shades retire. 
The sun hath touched thy plumes with fire. 

And girt thee with a golden ray : 

Now shape and voice are vanished quite. 
Nor eye nor ear can track thy flight. 

But speech of mine can ne'er reveal 

Secrets so freely told above. 

Yet is their burden joy and love. 
And all the bliss a bird can feel, 

Whose wing in heaven to earth is bound, 

Whose home and heart are on the ground. 

Jambs Montgombrv. 



MARCH 8, 9. 39 



9|)e C^appine00 of tSLnMfisifyxzM^ 
(parcel 8* 

The love that can be always forgetting itself, 
always studying and considering others, always alert 
to share their burdens, and to suppress or deny itself 
in their service, is far from being a joyless thing. 
Great joy-waves visit and sweep it, that are all its 
own, and which no man knoweth save he in whose 
breast it rules ; while in the very heart of its pain- 
fullest yearnings and solicitudes, and its hardest 
sacrifices, a secret bliss lies smiling, like green 
verdure beneath the snow. Rev. S. A. Tipple. 



90piratton» 

* Show me Thy glory, gracious Lord ! 

*Tis Thee,* he cries, * not Thine, I seek.* 
Nay, start not at so bold a word 

From man, frail worm, and weak. 

The spark of his first deathless fire 
Yet buoys him up, and, high above 

The holiest creature, dares aspire 

To the Creator's love. Kbblb. 

Show us Thy glory, Lord I 

That in our lives may shine, 
Reflected from Thy face, 

The character divine. 
Renewed and reconciled. 

We, Abba, Father, pray 
For grace, till glory shine, 

In heaven's eternal day. 



1 



40 MARCH 10, 11. 

There is no friendship like a sister, 
In calm or stormy weather, 
To cheer one on the tedious way. 
To fetch one if one goes astray, 
To lift one if one totters down, 
To strengthen while one stands. 

C. ROSSBTTI. 



^arcli II. 

Youth, large and loving ; Youth, full of grace, 
force, fascination ? Do you know that Old Age may 
come after you, with equal grace, force, fascination ? 

Walt Whitman. 

Though Youth may boast the curls that flow 

In sunny waves of autumn glow. 
As graceful on thy hoary head 
Has Time the robe of honour spread. 
And there,. oh softly, softly shed 
His wreath of snow. 

And as the parting beams of day 
On mountain snows reflected play. 
And tints of roseate lustre shed ; 
Thus on the snow that crowns thy head 
May joy, with evening planet, shed 
His mildest ray ! Mks. Hemans. 



MARCH 12, 13, 41 



3[nfiancg* 

claret) la* 

O LITTLE child ! 
Stretched on thy mother's knees with steadfast gaze 
And innocent aspect mild, 
Viewing this novel scene in mute amaze, 
Following the moving light, thy mother's smile : 
How shall I dare to mark thy innocent look, 
And write as in a book 
Thy infinite possibilities of life ; 
What fate awaits thee in the coming strife. 
What joys, what triumphs in the growing years, 
What depths of woe and tears ? Lewis Morris. 

'J'he Lord bless thee and keep thee ; 
The Lord make His face to shine upon thee, and 
be gracious unto thee. Num. vi. 44, 25. 



Hobe to er|)n0t* 
^arct) i3» 

When I think of that blessed Man of God, 
crucified on the Cross, and uttering those blessed 
words, * Father, forgive them ; they know not what 
they do ; ' oh ! I feel that I must love that Being. 
I feel that there is something within me which is 
touched by these sweet, heavenly utterances; I feel 
that I must love Christ. Chundkr Sen. 

And I, if I be lifted up from the earth, will draw 
all men unto me. . St John, xii. 32. 



42 MARC ff 14, 15, 

JFtienTi0|)ip in ftorrotD* 

Or if perchance a saddened heart, 
That once was gay and felt the spring, 

Cons slowly o*er its altered part 
In sorrow and remorse to sing, 

God*s gracious care will send that way 
Some spirit fiill of glee, yet taught 

To bear the sight of dull decay, 
And nurse it with all-pitying thought ; 

Cheerful as soaring lark, and mild 
As evening blackbird's fiill-toned lay, 

When the relenting sun has smiled 

Bright through a whole December day. 

How timely then a comrade's song 
Comes floating on the mountain air, 

And bids thee yet be bold and strong — 
Fancy may die, but Faith is there. Kbblb. 



^it)in0» 

(59arcl& 15, 

We love men more for what we do for them than 
for what we receive from them. Bishop Thirlwall. 

Remember the words of the Lord Jesus when He 
said, * It is more blessed to give than to receive.* 

. \ 



MARCH 16, 17, 43 

3[n ]Pro0pect of Difficult DutH» 
^arct) i6* 

I SAID, This task is keen — 

But even while I spake, Thou, Love Divine, 

Didst stand behind, and gently over-lean 

My drooping form, and oh 1 what task had been 

Too stem for feebleness with help of Thine ? 

Spell Thou this lesson with me, line by line, 

The sense is rigid, but the voice is dear ; 
Guide Thou my hand within that Hand of Thine — 
Thy wounded Hand ! — until its tremblings take 
Strength from Thy touch, and even for Thy sake 

Trace out each character in outline clear. 

Dora Grebnwkll. 



' IPatience tmHer our du6rerin00/ 
^arcl& IT* 

I HOPE — for there are things to learn 

Which Thou art near to teach ; 
High things that patience does its part 

To bring within our reach : 
And soon the end, when hope shall fail. 

Its holy service done. 
As fails the treasure of the dawn 

Before the risen sun. a. L. Waring. 

A PATIENT man will bear for a time, and after- 
wards joy shall spring up unto him. 



ji>»«e'.jr :i 



I WILL not wak;f :!rc F-Jst — it Sis 

Then said I, ' Frv^m i:> a?^s«^3a:^^l ceKmencs 
I Mi-ill not dri^ this sacrsvl dust Jgoin. 
Only to give me p«i:n. 

But, still remembering all the Io:?t endeannents. 
Go on my ^*ay, like one who looks before. 
And turns to weep no more.* 

Amid what friendly greetings and caresses. 
What households, though not alien, )-et not mine, 
What bowers of rest divine ; 

To what temptation in lone wildernesses, 
What famine of the heart, what pain and loss. 
The bearing of what cross, 

I do not know ; nor will I vainly question 
Those pages of the mystic book, which hold 
The story still untold ; 

Hut without rash conjecture or suggestion. 

Turn its last leaves in reverence and good heed, 

Until * The End ' I read. 

Longfellow. 



MARCH 19, 20, 45 



Dutp* 
^arcli i9» 

As the granite rock has been fused and wrought 
together by a central fire, without which it could not 
have existed at all, so alFo the Christian law of Duty, 
in order to perform fully its work in the world, must 
have been warmed at the heart and fed at the source 
by a central fire of its own — and that central fire 
is Love — the gracious, kindly, generous, admiring, 
tender movements of the human affections ; and that 
central fire itself is kept alive by the consciousness 
that there has been in the world a Love beyond all 
human love, a devouring fire of Divine enthusiasm on 
behalf of our race, which is the Love of Christ. 

Dean Stanley. 



< %fyZ2 ILibe to|)om toe call DeaH/ 
^arcl^ 20. 

Weep not for me ; 
Be blithe as wont, nor tinge with gloom 
The stream of love that circles home. 

Light hearts and free I 
Joy in the gifts Heaven's bounty sends, 
Nor miss my face, dear friends ! 

I still am near ; 
Watching the smiles I prized on earth. 
Your converse mild, your blameless mirth ; 

Now too I hear 
Of whispered sounds the tale complete. 
Low prayers, and nursings sweet. 

John Henry Newman. 



{ 



46 MARCH 21, 22, 



IPtaner for ti^o0e at ftea* 
Claret) II. 

Thy providence, O Father, hast made a way in 
the sea, and a safe path in the waves ; showing that 
Thou canst save from all danger ; yea, though a man 
went to sea without art. Therefore do men commit 
their lives to a small piece of wood, and passing the 
rough sea in a weak vessel are saved. 

Wisdom, xiii. 3-5. 



/ 



SI ^oinen S^SetminC'Da?. 
(parcl^ 22. 

The night is fair, 
The storm of grief, the clouds of care, 
The wind, the rain, have passed away ; 
The lamps are lit, the fires bum bright. 
The house is full of life and light — 
It is the golden wedding-day. 

O fortunate, O happy day I 
The people sing, the people say : 
The ancient bridegroom and the bride 
Smiling contented and serene 
Upon the blithe, bewildering scene. 
Behold, well pleased, on every side 
Their forms and features multiplied. 
As the reflection of a light 
Between the burnished mirrors gleams. 
Or lamps upon a bridge at night 
Stretch on and on before the sight. 
Till the long vista endless seems. 

Longfellow. 



MARCH 23, 24. 47 

Ci^ance of ]]^Iace» 

While place we seek or place we shun 
The soul finds happiness in none ; 
But with a God to guide our way 
*Tis equal joy to go or stay. 

Could I be cast where Thou art not. 
That were indeed a dreadful lot ; 
But regions none remote I call, 
Secure of finding God in all. 

Madame Guion. {Translated hy Ccwper.) 

If Thy presence go not with us, carry us not up 
hence. Exod. xxxiii. 15. 



Eeioiciitfi^ 
(^arct) 24» 

It is a pleasant pilgrimage. 
Though many count it drear ; 

There are, at every weary stage, 
So many things to cheer. 

There is so many a halting-spot, 

Soft, beautiful, and sweet 5 
And many a green and dewy plot, 

Where streams of gladness meet. 

Mrs. J. D. Crbwdson. 

I WILL sing of the mercies of the Lord for ever i 
with my mouth will I make known Thy faithfulness. 



jS 3LUi-ZS S: iflr. 
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And oh, mT sithier's r;cd ibe zissrrr leaTes 
Such pangs as break mr bean, beknned eaves ! 
But God's word coiMpers aD. 

God keq> thee, bouse ; 
God keep thee, ^thful ccwner, where I drew 
So calm a breath of life ! 

Whate'er He willeth to be done 
His will makes easy. ^^^^ ^^ Euchatta (nth Century). 

(TroMslaUd by E. B. Browning^ 



tSi^e IPtit)ile0e0 of i^intile Hife. 
^arcli 26* 

And this entering into sympathy with the struggle 
of humanity he prepared his pupil to receive in after 
)V!\rs (ft>r it is a lesson that cannot be fully learnt 
wnti! middle life is approached) : that kindly love of 
h\u>^rt«ity \ \\\^\ sym^xithy with its smallest interests ; 
\\\t^\ \\'\oxtA\<sxs. of its errors, and of its conflicting 
xNpi)^itN«w J thrtt interest in Kval and familiar affairs, 
iiN whioh tho hij^host culture is at one with the un- 
)rNl>-rt«Nl i^nd VnMiC mind. John Inglksant. 



A 



9 iWinU at ^aise^ 

Thrice happy she that is so well assured 

Unto herself, and settled so in heart, 
That neither will for better be allured, 

Ne fears to worse with any chance to start ; 
But like a steady ship doth strongly part 

The raging waves, and keeps her course aright ; 
Ne ought for tempest doth from it depart, 

Ne ou^ht for fairer weather's false delight. 

Spensbr. 



iWatriace* 
Claret) 28. 

'Till death us part,' 

So speaks the heart 
When each to each repeats the words of doom ; 

Through blessing and through curse, 

For better and for worse, 
We will be one till that dread hour shall come. 

Life, with its myriad grasp. 

Our yearning souls shall clasp, 
By ceaseless love and still expectant wonder. 

In bonds that shall endure, 

Indissolubly sure. 
Till God in death shall part our souls asimder. 

Till death us join — 

A voice yet more divine I 
That to the broken heart breathes hope sublime, 

Through lonely hours 

And shattered powers, 
We still are one despite of change and time. 



z 



50 MARCH 29, SO, 

* (EEmtnaniiel — ^oTi toitS m* 

In busy mart and crowded street, 
No less than in the still retreat, 
Thou, Lord, art near our souls to bless, 
With all a parent's tenderness. 

Baptist W. Nobl. 

There are in this loud stunning tide 

Of human care and crime, 
With whom the melodies abide, 

Of the everlasting chime ; 
Who carry music in their heart. 
Through dusky lane and busy mart. 
Plying their daily task with busier feet. 
Because their secret souls a holy strain repeat. 

Kkblb. 

Turn, turn my wheel ! 'Tis nature's plan. 
The child should grow into the man. 

The man grow wrinkled, old, and grey. 
In youth the heart exults and sings. 
The pulses leap, the feet have wings ; 
In age the cricket chirps and brings 

The harvest -home of day. Longfellow. 

Even to your old age I am He ; and even to hoar 
hairs I will carry you. Isa. xlvi. 4. 



MARCH SI. 51 



Silence all around prevailing, 

Nature hushed in slumber sweet, 
No rude noise mine ears assailing, 

Now my God and I can meet : 
Universal Nature slumbers, 

And my soul partakes the calm, 
Breathes her ardour out in numbers. 

Plaintive song or lofty psalm. 

Madame Guion. {XrtmsleUed by CoTvper.) 




-^ APRIL. *^ 



Emblem of life ! see changeful April sail 
In varying vest along the shadowy skies, 
Now bidding Summer's softest zephyrs rise, 
Anon recalling "Winter's stormy gale, 
And pouring from her cloud its sudden hail ; 
Then, smiling through the tear that dims her eyes. 
While Iris with her braid the welkin dyes. 
Promise of sunshine, not so prone to fail. 
So Hope exultant spreads her aery sail. 
And from the present gloom the soul conveys 
To distant summer and far happier days. 

H. KiRKB Whitb. 



IStttS&itVXttlU 
aptti 2. 

They rest ; — ^but we, the living, pour 
Our soul-rain on their opened graves ; 
Such small relief our nature craves. 
They knew our hearts' true love before ; 
Haply — not all unconscious — now they know it more. 

Sorrow may not become despair, 
For Christ hath in the chamel lain 
To turn its sore disgrace to gain. 
He will both grave and crown prepare ; 
Who shed a Saviour's blood, will show a Saviour's care. 

3 . "^o^\-'«:« "^vs-^swa^.. 



54 APRIL 5, 4. 



I TALKED with F. D. Maurice of the Duke of 

Wellington, in whom he considers the idea of Duty 

to tx; MO strong and constant as to alone make him 

emphatically a great man. 

Caroline Fox's Jouknals. 

Thosk young people who are spoiled by an 
indulgent home, are spoiled, I think, not by over- 
happincMS, but from having been encouraged in 
MlfiHhncKH, never made to understand and led to 
proctiHC Chri»tian Duty. Sara Coleridgb. 



9 !^\X^\^i S2Hatc|)t 
April 4» 

TllK dujtty day is done, 

The night begun ; 

While prayerful watch I keep, 

Sleep, love, sleep ! 
Ih there no magic in the touch 
Of Hngcrs thou dost love so much ? 
Kftin would they scatter poppies o'er thee now ; 
Or, with its mute caress. 
The tremulous lip some soft nepenthe press 
Upon thy weary lid and aching brow ; 
While prayerful watch I keep : 

Sleep, love, sleep 1 Emily Judson. 

/ 



APRIL 5, 6. 55 



S^unDaF at S>ea« 
aptil 5» 
It is a blessed thing 

In God's own courts to stand, 
To hear the pealing anthem swell, 

And join the prayerful band ; 
Yet who in full dependence feels 

That one alone can save, 
Until his fleeting life he trusts 

Unto the faithless wave ? 

It is a blessed thing 

To heed the Sabbath chime. 
And on, 'neath summer foliage- walks 

To keep the holy time : 
Yet who hath all devoutly praised 

Him who his life hath kept, 
Until the strong, unpitying surge. 

Raged round him while he slept ? 

L. H. SiGOURNKV. 



-%\^z Cf)d0tian'0 Calline^ 

aptti 6. 

A FAMOUS sect of antiquity summed up the rules of 
conduct in these two words: *Bear and forbear.' A 
noble motto, the austere severity of which our con- 
science salutes in passing ; but how far is it surpassed 
by that of the Son of Man, which might be summed 

up in two other words : Sanctify and diffuse thyself ! 

Frank Coulin^ D.D. 



56 APRIL 7, 5. 



IPartinfi toitf) i!Ei00ionarie0« 

Friends and home and all forsaking, 
Lord I they go at Thy command ; 

As their stay Thy promise taking, 
While they traverse sea and land : 

O be with them 1 
Lead them safely by the hand ! 

When they reach the land of strangers, 

And the prospect dark appears, 
Nothing seen but toils and dangers. 
Nothing felt but doubts and ^ars. 
Be Thou with them ! 
Hear their sighs and count their tears. 

Thomas Kelly. 



(SuiHance^ 
aptil 8. 

My Redeemer and my Lord I 
I beseech Thee, I entreat Thee, 

Guide me in each act and word. 
That hereafter I may meet Thee, 

Watching, waiting, hoping, yearning. 

With my lamp well trimmed and burning. 

If my feeble prayer can reach Thee, 
O, my Saviour, I beseech Thee, 
Even as Thou hast died for me. 
More sincerely 
Let me follow where Thou leadest. 

Longfellow. 



APRIL 9, 10. 57 



flpttl 9* 

The blasts of winter drive the winged seeds 
Over the earth — next come the snows and rain, 

And frosts and storms which dreary Winter leads 
Out of his Scythian cave, a savage train ; 
Behold I Spring sweeps over the world again I 

Shedding soft dews from her aethereal vrings ; 
Flowers on the mountains, fruits over the plain, 
And music on the waves and woods she flings. 

And love on all that lives, and calm on lifeless things. 

Shelley. 



3In %\mz of DifKcuItr^ 

9il^X^ 10* 

And this very series of providence and care God 
expresses to all His sons by adoption ; and will ease 
our pains, and refresh our sorrows, and give quiet- 
ness to our fears, and deliverance from our troubles, 
and sanctify it all, and give a crown at last, and all 
in His good time, if we wait the coming of the Angel, 
and in the meantime do our duty with care. 

Bp. Jeremy Tavlor. 



\ 



\ 



firniciBf . 

Spril XX. 

Be glad, O jrt ngbteoiis, and rejoice in tbe Lord : 
and be joyftil, all ye that are true of heart. 

P&. xxxiL IT. 



~1 



The fruit of the Spirit is love, joy, peace. 

GaL T. ». 

Rejoice always ; pray without ceasing ; in every- 
thing give thanks. i Thess. r. 17. 



3[n ^&tcfaie00 (^tmTiaif)^ 
flprti 12. 

How many blessed groups this hour are wending, 
Through England's primrose meadow-paths their 
way, 
Towards spire and tower *neath shadowy elms 
ascending, 
Whence the sweet sounds proclaim the Sabbath-day ; 
The halls from old heroic ages grey 
Pour their fair children forth, and hamlets low, 
With whose thick orchard -blooms the south winds 
play, 
Send forth their inmates in a happy flow 

Like a freed vernal stream. — I may not tread 
With them those pastures, to the feverish bed 
or sickness bound ; yet, O my God ! I bless 
Thy mercy that with Sabbath peace hast filled 
My chastened heart, and all its throbbings stilled, 
To one deep calm of lowliest thankfulness. 

Mrs. Hemans. 



APRIL 13, 14. 59 



0pril 13. 

Lo I here the gentle lark, weary.of rest, 
From his moist cabinet mounts up on high, 
And wakes the morning, from whose silver breast 
The sun ariseth in his majesty ; 

Who doth the world so gloriously behold. 
The cedar-tops and hills seem bumish'd gold. 

Shakspearb. 
O Skylark, for thy wing ! 

Thou bird of joy and light, 
That I might soar and sing 

At heaven's empyreal height ! 
With the heathery hills beneath me. 

Whence the streams in glory spring, 
And the pearly clouds to wreathe me, 

O Skylark, on thy wing ! 

Mr8. Hbmans. 



3In trouble* 
flpttl 14* 

Oh, in the dark and stormy night. 

When far from land I cry with fear. 
Shine o'er the waves, thou holy Light ! 

Then, O my Saviour I be Thou near. 
Though from afar, let me but see 

Dim through the dark. Thy gliding Form, 
And bright the gloomy hour will be. 

That brought Thy presence in the storm. 

James D. Burns. 




6o APRIL 15, 16. 



Epttl 15. 

As I quietly sat at my daily work, 

Gathering the threads that the night had sundered, 
There seemed a spirit around to lurk 

Other than mine : I mused and wondered. 
I cheered the sad, I smiled with the gay, 

I whispered the words of aid and kindness, 
But the deeper soul was away, away. 

And the mner eye had cast its blindness. 

And oh, what a happy day was mine I 

For the Christ -bom joy of self-forgetting 
Was poured in my heart like oil and wine. 

Soothing its worldly toil and fretting ; 
Yet when the work of the day was past, 

And the fight with the outward world was over. 
Sweet was the thought of home at last. 

As the peaceful port to the tired sea-rover. 

R. B. RUTTER. 



3[n IPro0pect of DifScuItp^ 
aptil 16. 

We thank Thee, Lord ! — when Thou hast need 

The man aye ripens for the deed ; 

And Thou canst make the timid bold 

To shed his fears — as dross from gold — 

And, nerved from Heaven, nor droop nor quail, 

Though worlds confront and hell assail. 

O breathe, in this, and every hour, 

On each — on me — this soul of power ! 

J. MORl-UV PUNSHON. 

\ 



APRIL 17, 18. 6 1 



S^eeino tf^e 9Se0t in Mtti* 

Epril 17. 

It is very easy to fix our attention only on the 
weak points of those around us, to magnify them, to 
irritate them, to aggravate them ; and, by so doing, 
we can make the burden of life unendurable, and 
can destroy our own and others* usefulness wherever 
we ga But this was not the new love wherewith we 
are to love one another. That love is universal, 
because in its spirit we overcome evil simply by doing 
good. We drive out error simply by telling the 
truth. We strive to look on both sides of the shield 
of truth. We strive to speak the truth in love. 
.... with the determination cordially to love 
whatever is lovable even in those in whom we 
cordially detest whatever is detestable. 

Dean Stanley. 



3[n ZtouhU* 

aptti 18. 

For us — whatever*s undergone. 
Thou knowest — wiliest — what is done : 
Grief may be joy misunderstood ; 
Only the Good discerns the good. 
I trust Thee while the days go on, 

I praise Thee while my days go on ; 

I love Thee while my days go on : 

Through dark and dearth, through fire and frost, 

With emptied arms and treasure lost, 

I thank Thee while my days go on. 



62 APRIL 19. 



I AM not skilled to understand 

What God hath willed, what God hath planned; 

I only know at His right hand 

Stands one who is my Saviour. 

And had there been in all this wide 
Wide world no other soul beside, 
But only mine, then He had died 

That He might be its Saviour; 

One wounded spirit, sore opprest, 
One wearied soul that found no rest 
Until it found it on the breast 

Of Him who was its Saviour. 



Yea, living, dying, let me bring 

My strength, my solace from this spring, 

That He who lives to be my King 

Once died to be my Saviour ! 

Dora Grebmwbll. 



APRIL 20, 21, 63 



Epttl 20. 

But what awak'st thou in the heart, O Spring ! 

The human heart with all its dreams and sighs ? 
Thou that giv'st back so many a buried thing, 

Restorer of forgotten harmonies, 
Fresh songs and scents break forth where'er thou art — 
What wak'st thou in the heart ? 

Looks of familiar love that never more, 

Never on earth, our aching eyes shall meet ; 

Past words of welcome to our household door, 
And vanished smiles, and sounds of parted feet — 

Spring 1 midst the murmuring of thy flowering trees. 
Why, why, reviv'st thou these ? 

Vain longings for the Dead ! why come they back 

With thy young birds, and leaves, and living blooms? 
Oh, is it not, that from thine earthly track 

Hope, to thy world may look beyond the tombs ? 
Yes, gentle Spring, no sorrow dims thine air. 

Breathed by our loved ones there I 

Mrs Hbmans. 



3[n ^rouble^ 
flpttl 21. 



Give sorrow words : the grief that does not speak 
Whispers the o'erfraught heart, and bids it break. 

Shakspearb. 

I CRIED unto God with my voice, and He gave 
ear unto me. Ps. Ixxvii. i. 



A 



64 APRIL 22, 23. 



€itUst our fU^iu 

Awake, thou that sleepest, and Christ shall give 
thee light, Eph. t. 14. 

Dark and cheerless is the mom 

Unaccompanied by Thee ; 
Joyless is the day's return 

Till Thy mercy's beams I see ; 
Till they inward light impart, 
Glad my eyes and warm my heart. 

Charlks Wbslbt. 



/ 



flptti 23. 

The problem which Jesus proposes to human 

nature is endless aspiration steadied by endless peace ; 

a perfectly restful yet increasing effort after a good 

which is never to be attained till we attain a higher 

and more perfect form of existence. It is because 

this problem is insolvable by any human wisdom 

that He says that they who take His yoke upon them 

must learn of Him, for He alone can make the 

perfect yoke easy and its burden light. 

H. B. Stowb. 



APRIL 24, 25. 65 



Depre00ion« 
flprtl 24. 

And for the rest, in weariness, 

In disappointment or distress. 

When strength decays or hope grows dim. 

We ever may recur to Him 

Who has the golden oil divine 

Wherewith to feed our failing urns, 

Who watches every lamp that bums 

Before His sacred shrine. 

Archbishop Trbnch. 



^i^e 3[oF of (Soti'0 IPre0mce« 
April 25. 

For sometimes when I am busy among men, 
With heart and brain an open thoroughfare 
For faces, words, and thoughts other than mine, 
And a pause comes at length — oh, sudden then. 
Back throbs the tide with rush exultant rare ; 
And for a gentle moment I divine 
Thy dawning presence flush my tremulous air. 

George Macoonald. 



j^pKlL 
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APRIL 28, 29, 67 



il^appine00 in SUtoancino 90e« 

april 28» 

How can we make a happy autumn time ? 

A cheerful winter? How shall we escape 

A lone old age of brooding melancholy ? 

The only sure preparative for joy 

At evening, is an Enoch-walk at noon, 

And ever-deepening habit of the soul 

To trust the love of God, the God of love. 

R. B. RUTTBR. 

At evening time it shall be light. Zcch. xiv. 7. 



%ie iLe00on of Didappointmmt. 
Eptil 29. 

Yet, when the Spring is in the land, 
And bright the heavens o'erhead, 

In sullen gloom ye will not stand, 
Though life's best hopes be dead ; 

New leaves break forth from buds unseen, 

Till all the wood is clothed in green. 

Fair souls, that from your high intent 

By bitter fate are barred, 
Though past all hope your lives are bent. 

And passed all feeling scarred, 

Yet learn of these to do as they — 

Not what ye would, but what ye may. 

From, the S^tctatov. 



\ 
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68 APRIL 30. 



I 



April 30. 

Prayer is more than a kneeling and asking some- 
thing from God — much more. It is more than 
expecting and claiming that which we ask. What 
we need is to get into the presence of God. We 
want the hallowing touch of God's own hand, and 
the light of His countenance. Tarrying in His 
presence we must have the breath of God breathed 
into us again, renewing the life which He created 
at the first. This is the first, the great need of the 
life of holiness, without which nothing can avail us 
anything. Mark Guy Pbarsb. 



-Mc MAY. :^ 



The blue-bells are kissed by Ihe breeze, 

A troop of them dance in the vale, 
And buttercups under the trees 

Are all of them telling a tale ; 
Oh, millions of other bright gems 

Are leaping wherever I stray. 
And warbling their eloquent hymn, 

* *Tis May! *tis the beautiful May !' 

John Harris. 

Thus the men 

Whom Nature's works can charm, with God Himself 

Hold converse ; grow familiar day by day 

With His conceptions, act upon His plan, 

And form to His the relish of their souls. 

Akenside. 



TO .V.4 y f , i 

Ox£*s iaith and mson znitsi ever rise higher and 
higher as the duties and cares of life increase. It is 
the intention, I believe, of the Most High, that we 
should go through this discipline and he derated in 
this way, and therefore I think that He lays on us 
heavier cares and higher duties. We are never let 
alone, and the end is blessed : though, no doubt, the 
way is sometimes rough. We have no means of 
overcoming but by faith, ly:ng in the everlasting 
Anns. We cannot alter circumstances, and we must 
not be altered by them. We must be Christian 
fatalists, holding by the Divine Hand in light and 
darkness ; ever holding on, and safe, not by what we 
see, but by what we trust. Bishop Ewing. 



3[n dolitune* 
^a? 3. 

There's not a bird with lonely nest, 
In pathless wood or mountain crest. 
Nor meaner thing, which does not share, 
O God ! in Thy paternal care. 

Each barren crag, each desert rude, 
Holds Thee within its solitude ; 
And Thou dost bless the wanderer there 
Who makes his solitary prayer. 



MAY 4, 5. 71 



Doubt* 
?9ap 4. 

For all thy rankling doubts so sore 

Love thou thy Saviour still, 
Him for thy Lqrd and God adore, 

And ever do His will. 
Though vexing doubts may seem to la>t, 
Let not thy soul be quite o'ercast : — 
Soon will He show thee all His wounds and say, 
* Long have I known thy name — know thou My face 
alway.* Keble. 



W^z ^ime00 of il^atute to (Son* 

Thou hast not left 
Thyself without a witness, in these shades, 
Of Thy perfections. Grandeur, strength, and grace 
Are here to speak of Thee. This mighty oak — 
« * » « » . » 

.... not a prince 
E'er wore his crown as loftily as he 
Wears the green coronal of leaves with which 
Thy hand has graced him. Nestled at his root 
Is beauty, such as blooms not in the glare 
Of the broad sun. That delicate forest flower. 
With scented breath and look so like a smile. 
Seems, as it issues from the shapeless mould. 
An emanation from the indwelling life, 
A visible token of the upholding love. 
That are the soul of this great universe. 



4 



72 MAY 6, 7, 



anjcietg* 

All things here are changing — the phases of parti- 
cular trials — the kind of trials, too — the apparent 
earthly grounds on which they are to be judged. But 
God is ever the same ; and nothing can arise to which 

the knowledge of God cannot be successfully applied. 

Rev. p. B. Power. 

Acquaint thyself with God, and be at peace. 

Job, xxii. 2z. 



^0 * l^umble JEen of fteart*' 

O NOT from far — beneath — above, 
We vainly quest Incarnate Love ; 

God all around we see : 
Though banished into dreariest wild 
The Father talketh with the child. 

His holy place — the one lone desert-tree. 

The stammered word, the slender praise, 
The poor, the young, the friendless, raise, — 

The homage long delayed. 
He will not e'er reject with scorn, — 
He who of old the wilding thorn 

In Midian's waste His bright pavilion made. 

W. MORLEV PUNSHON. 



MA Y 8, 9. 73 



Sweet flower ! for by that name at last, 
When all my reveries are past, 
I call thee, and to that cleave fast ; 

Sweet, silent creature. 
That breath'st with me in sun and air. 
Do thou, as thou art wont, repair 
My heart with gladness, and a share 

Of thy meek nature. Wordsworth. 



3[n dicltne00« 

When languor and disease invade 

This trembling house of clay, 
*Tis sweet to look beyond our cage. 

And long to fly away. 

Sweet in the confidence of faith 

To trust His firm decrees ; 
Sweet to lie passive in His hands. 

And know no will but His. 

Sweet to rejoice in lively hope, 
That when my change shall come. 

Angels shall hover round my bed, 
And wafl my spirit home. 

If such the views that grace unfolds. 

Weak as it is below. 
What rapture must the church above 

In Jesus* presence know ! 

Augustus Toplady. 




74 MA Y 10, 11. 



Eecoter; from dic&ne00« 
^a; 10* 

I WHO have seen such visions bright, 
When lying on my bed of pain, 

How shall I still * walk in the light ' 
When in this busy world again ? 

Oh, how can I my steps direct. 

Unless Thou guide me, and protect ? 

Oh, as life's vigour shall return 
Joy in its duties shall come back ; 

A holy light shall round me bum. 
And light the erst too weary track ; 

Till all I love rejoice to see 

What Thou, my God, hast done for me. 

C. S. 



9^ti^ ii» 

What is the heaven our God bestows ? 
No prophet yet, no angel knows ; 
Was never yet created eye 
Could see across Eternity ; 
Not seraph's wing for ever soaring 
Can pass the flight of souls adoring, 
That nearer still, and nearer grow 
The unapproach^d Lord, once made for them so low. 



MA Y 12, 13. 75 



%it Z^nnhM Eetro0pect* 
cpai; 12* 

There is hope, but nothing of fear, 
Nought but a patient mind, 
For nim who waits with conscience clear 
And soul resigned, 
Whatever the mystic coming change 
Shall bring of new and strange. 
He looks back once upon the fields of life. 
The good and evil locked in strife, 
The happy and the unhappy days. 
The Right we always love, the ofl-triumphant Wrong, 
And all his being to a secret song 
Sings with a mighty and unfaltering voice — 
* I have been ; Thou hast done all things well ; I am 
glad ; I give thanks ; I rejoice ! 

Lewis Mokris. 



3ln duf&rmo* 
^ap 13. 

Happy are they that learn in Thee, 
Though patient suffering teach, 

The secret of enduring strength. 
And praise too deep for speech — 

Peace — that no pressure from without. 
No strife within can reach. 

On Thy compassion I repose, 

In weakness and distress : 
I will not ask for greater ease. 

Lest I should love Thee less. 
O *tis a blessed thing for me 

To need Thy tenderness. A.. L. W*.R\H<i, 



76 MA Y 14, 15, 



^ap 14. 

In our hearts fair Hope lay smiling, 
Sweet as air and all beguiling : 
And there hung a mist of blue-bells on the slope and 
down the dell ; 

And we talked of joy and splendour 
That the years unborn would render, 
And the blackbirds helped us with the story, for they 
knew it well. 

Joy companied with every cry, 
Joy in their food, in that keen wind, 

That heaving sea, that shaded sky, 
And in themselves and in their kind. 

Jean Ingelow. 

O YE holy and humble men of heart, bless ye the Lord ; 
Praise Him and magnify Him for ever. 

Song of the Three Children. 



^Dur 3l0noraitce in 90ltin6/ 
^n 15- 

Man is so hungry after happiness. 
He cries so eagerly, * Lord, favour me 
With health, with comfort, with prosperity ; ' 
And God's great love yearns equally to bless : 
But in His higher ways He none the less, 
And in His higher counsels, it may be. 

Grants in denying. j. e. A. Brown. 

Nor let the good man's trust depart. 
Though life its common gifts deny. 



A 



MAY 16, 17, 77 



9 a? i6* 

Let me not to the marriage of true minds 

Admit impediments. Love is not love 

Which alters when it alteration finds, 

Or bends with the remover to remove : 

O no ; it is an ever-fixM mark 

That looks on tempests and is never shaken ; 

It is the star to every wandering bark. 

Whose worth's unknown although his height be taken. 

Love's not Time's fool, though rosy lips and cheeks 

Within his bending sickle's compass come ; 

Love alters not with his brief hours and weeks. 

But bears it out even to the edge of doom. 

Shakspsarb. 

9 VmQ Mottle 
^ap 17. 

Let me not die and not one word be said 

To show contrition for the sins of life ; 

To show it to my partners in the strife : 
So root of bitterness, when I am dead. 
Spring never up and grow to baleful head. 

For though our peace with God have long been 
made, 

Though we have loved, and striven, and watched, 
and prayed, 
And Christ have been to us as hidden bread. 

Yet, when o'erpressed by suffering and life's strain. 
We quit our watch, and to temptation yield ; — 

And these our errors may rise up again. 
Though love might wish that they should lie con- 
cealed.— • 

So give, dear Lord, a moment in my pain, 
To say * Forgive,' ere death my lips have sealed. . 



78 MAY 18, 19. 



Doctrine ann HiU* 

It is easy to investigate doctrines, and to weijg;h 
evidences; and there is a delightful sense of in* 
tcllectual vigour in detecting error, and exposing 
sophistry, and demonstrating the triumph of truth. 
It is comparatively easy also, and it is delightful to a 
regulated mind, to rise above the events of ordinary 
life, and to ascend, in exalted contemplation, to 
those higher re^ons, where shine forth in a peculiar 
manner the Divine perfections — to luxuriate amid 
the wonders of creation, the wonders of providence, 
and it may be also the mysteries of grace. But a 
more difficult exercise remains — and that is, to look 
within, and determinedly to press the question re- 
specting our own moral condition, and how far we 
are under the influence of the truths which we profess 
to believe. John Abbrcrombib. 



I02^ 
^ap 19. 

Heark, how the birds do sing 

And woods do ring I 
All creatures have their joy, and man hath his. 

Yet if we rightly measure, 

Man's joy and pleasure 
Rather hereafter, than in present is. 

Not that he may not here 

Taste of the cheer : 
But as birds drink, and straight lift up their head, 

So must he sip and think 

Of better drink 
He may attain to, after he is dead. 

\ 



MA Y 20y 21. 79 



Yet Thou art working all around, 

And bidding us behold 
How everjrthing that feels Thy power 
Bursts into life with glorious dower 

Of beauties manifold. 

The delicate embroidery 

That decks the lichened stone ; 
The little fairy flowers that drink 
The morning dews, and gaily blink, 
Though seen by Heaven alone ; 

The ceaseless hum of tiny wings 

That fan the sultry air ; 
The joyous thrills and echqings 
Of leafy woods in early springs. 

Proclaim Thy presence there. 

J. £. B. (from The Dave on the Cross). 



Ee0t. 

^a^ 21. 

What is the true rest? Not idleness, but peace 
of mind. To rest from sin, from sorrow, from fear, 
from doubt, from care : that is the true rest, the rest 
of God. Charles Kingslby. 

\ 



8o MAY 22, 23. 



De0]Kailienqf in ftinrma* 

* And thus He clothes the earth through ages long ! 

Why art thou fretting o*er thy little now. 
And fearing for the morrow ? Rise, be strong !* 

I whispered to my heart, while o'er my brow 
Blew the fresh breezes from the distant sea : 

* Be strong, and fear not, for He cares for thee ; 
His love is warmth and sunshine, and can bring 
To thee the brightness of returning spring ; 
Give thee the robe of praise for earth's annoy, 
Beauty for ashes, and the oil of joy.' 

Matilda Sturgb. 



Z^z Di0cipIine of Hife. 

O LET thy soul 
Remember, what the will of Heaven ordains 
Is ever good for all ; and if for all, 
Then good for thee. Not only by the warmth 
And soothing sunshine of delightful things 
Do minds grow up and flourish. Oft misled 
By that bland light, the young unpractised views 
Of reason wander through a fatal road. 
Far from their native aim : as if to lie 
Inglorious in the fragrant shade, and wait 
The soft access of ever-circling joys, 
IVere all the end of being. KK1^^^s\DE. 



MAY 24, 25. 8i 



Dear bells ! How sweet the sound of village bells, 

When on the undulating air they swim I 
Now loud as welcomes, faint now as farewells, 
And trembling all about the breezy dells, 
As fluttered by the wings of Cherubim. 
Meanwhile the bees are chanting a low hymn ; 
And, lost to sight, th' ecstatic lark above 
Sings, like a soul beatified, of love. T. Hood. 



after affliction, 
^ap 25. 

I CANNOT call affliction sweet. 

And yet 'twas good to bear ; 
Affliction brought me to Thy feet, 

And I found comfort there. 

My weary soul was all resigned 

To Thy most gracious will ; 
Oh, had I kept that better mind. 

Or been afflicted still I 

Lord, grant me grace for every day. 

Whatever my state may be. 
Through life, in death, with truth to say, 

* My God is all to me ! * 

3 KNl^& \^CiW^^C>VC«SH , 



c. 



82 MAY 26, 27. 



< Z^t Dap of dmall Ziintus** 

$@8? 26» 

We keep our patience for our greater cares, 
And murmur unrepenting o'er the less, 
Thinking to show our strength in our distress 
Ifis patience with our hourly fretfulness 
Still gently bears. 

We travel far to find Him, seeking still. 
Often in weariness, to reach His shrine, 
Ready our choicest treasures to resign : 
Ife, in our daily homes, lays down the line, 

*Do here My will.* J. E. A. Brown. 



lPeace» 

?98B 27. 

* Peace I leave with you' has always seemed to 
me nearly the most lovely an.d blessed sentence in the 
New Testament ; our Lord's own word in the highest 
and fullest sense. That it should be Peace itself — not 
peace if our state of mind ts fit to receive it, but the 
gift of the state of mind — is very divine. It seems 
Christ giving Himself (indeed it must be this) is our 
Peace. F. D. Mauricb. 



MAY 28, 29, 83 



Eejoicino* 
Cpa? 28. 

And all the earth is gay ; 

Land and sea 
Give themselves up to jollity 
And with the heart of May 
Doth every beast keep holiday. 

Ye blessed creatures, 1 have heard the call 

Ye to each other make ; I see 
The heavens laugh with you in your jubilee ; 

My heart is at your festival, 

My head hath its coronal, 
The fulness of your bliss, I feel — 1 feel it all. 

O evil day ! if I were sullen 

While Earth herself is adorning 
This sweet May morning. 

Wordsworth. 

Let every thing that hath breath praise the Lord. 

Ps. d. 6. 



Sru0t for ti^e JFuture^ 

The blue skies smile and flowers bloom on, 

And rivers still keep flowing — 
The dear God still His rain and sun 

On good and ill bestowing. 
His pine-trees whisper, * Trust and wait ; ' 

His flowers are prophesying, 
That all we dread of change or fate 

His love is underlying. j. G. Whittier. 



84 



JfA y 30, 32. 



t!^bc fear of Dcat$« 
9'? 30. 

Art thoa afraid of Death ? Thou mistakest him : 
thon thinkest him an enemy ; he is a firiend : if his 
visage be sour and hard, he is no other than the ^rim 
porter of Paradise, which shall let thee into glory. 
Like unto Peter's good angel he may smite thee on 
the side, but he shall lead thee out of thy prison, 
through the iron gates into the city of God. 

Bishop Hall. 



f 



Zi^z ^ountrp l^ar0on« 

A GOOD man there was of religion 

That was a poore Parson of a town : 

But rich he was of holy thought and werk : 

He also was a learned man, a clerk, 

That Christe's gospel truly woulde preach, 

His parishens devoutly would he teach. 

Benign he was, and wonder diligent, 

And in adversity full patient. 

Wide was his parish, and houses far asunder, 

But he left not, for no rain nor thunder. 

In sickness and in mischief to visit 

The farthest in his parish, much and lit,* 

Upon his feet, and in his hand a staff. 

This noble ensample to his sheep he gaf, 

That first he wrought and afterwards he taught, 

Out of the gospel he the wordes he caught. 

* Great and snail. Chadcks. 



^ JUNE. *-^ 

Ee)oicin0» 
3Ittne I. 

The sun is careering in glory and might, 

*Mid the deep blue sky and the cloudlets white ; 

The bright wave is tossing its foam on high, 

And the summer breezes go lightly by ; 

The air and the water dance, glitter, and play, 

And why should not I be as merry as they ? 

The linnet is singing the wild wood through. 
The fawn's bounding footsteps skim over the dew; 
The butterfly flits round the flowering tree. 
And the cowslip and bluebell are bent by the bee ; 
And the creatures that dwell in the forest are gay, 
And why should not I be as merry as they ? 

Mary Russell Mitford. 



3lune 2. 

I PRAISED the earth in beauty seen. 
With garlands gay of various green ; 
I praised the sea, whose ample Held 
Shone glorious as a silver shield. 
And Earth and Ocean seemed to say, 
* Our beauties are but for a day.* 

O God ! O Good beyond compare I 
If thus Thy meaner works are fair, 
If thus Thy bounties gild the span 
Of ruined earth and sinful man. 
How glorious must the mansion be 
Where Thy redeemed shall dwell with Thee ! 

Bishop Hebbr. 



86 



JUNE 5, 4. 



3Iutte 3. 

O SHAME upon thee, listless heart, 

So sad a sigh to heave ; 
As if thy Saviour had no part 

In thoughts that make thee grieve. 

As if along His lonesome way 

He had not borne for thee ^ 

Sad languors through the summer day. 

Storms on the wintry sea. 

Then grudge not thou the anguish keen 
That makes thee like thy Lord, 

And learn to quit with eye serene 
Thy youth's ideal hoard. 

Thou shalt have joy in sadness soon — 

The pure, calm joy be thine. 
Which brightens, like the eastern moon, 

As day's wild lights decline. Kbble. 



9 Summer Datmt* 
3lttne 4* 

The spirit of a glorious summer day 

Broods o'er the landscape this sweet early morning ; 
Deep is the solemn stillness : far away 

The hills lie steeped in the blue mists' adorning. 

And in the depths of trees the tender haze 
Lies waiting for the heat ; the dewy slope 

Sparkles with dew : — O blessed summer days, 
That fill the soul with light, and love, and hope ! 

C. S. 



JUNE 5, 6. 87 



ipieaeure in Hittle %^ixm* 
3Ittne 5. 

These blessed passing pleasures I 

We need not let them waste, 
We need not leave their treasures 

Behind us in our haste. 
We need not doubt their fitness, 

Where Earth's deep shadows fall ; 
God giving, He is witness 

That we shall want them all. 

Amid the whole sad story 

Of human shame and sin. 
If He gives gleams of glory 

We ought to let them in. 
And oh, when brought before us, 

Where heart and soul can see, 
How mighty to restore us, 

Love's little signs may be ! 

A. L. Waring. 



Sltit)ancin0 I'eare^ 
Sjttite 6. 

O STREAM of life, whose swifter flow 

Is of the end forewarning, 
Methinks thy sundown afterglow 

Seems less of night than morning. 

The mystery of the untried days 

I close my eyes from reading. 
His will be done whose darkest ways 

To light and life are leading. 

J. G. Whxttier. 



^ JUNE 7, 5. j 



(Son xxi ir^ature* 
3Iutte 7» 

Morn, when before the sun his orb unshrouds, 

Swift as a beacon-torch his light has sped, 
Kindling the dusky summits of the clouds 
Each to a fiery red ; — 

The slanted columns of the noonday light, 

Let down into the bosom of the hills, 
Or sunset, that with golden vapour bright 
The purple mountain fills ; — 

These made him say, — If God has so arrayed 

A fadmg world that quickly passes by. 
Such rich provision of delight has made 
For every human eye. 

What shall the eyes that wait for Him survey, 
Wliere His own presence gloriously appears 
In worlds that were not founded for a day. 
But for eternal years? 

Archbishop Trbnch. 



C^ope* 
3Iune 8« 

The radiant hope new-born. 

Expands like rising morn 
In my life's life : and as a ripening rose. 
The crimson shadow of its glory throws 
More vivid, hour by hour, on some pure stream ; 

So from that hope are spreading 

Rich hues, o'er nature shedding 
Each day a clearer, spiritual gleam. 

Mrs. Hbmans. 



JUNE P, 10. 89 



i 



) ?e JFotDliai of C^eatien, ble00 ?e tj^e iLorH ; 
praide {^im aitti maenif? ii^im for etet/ 

Song of the Three Children. 

3Iune 9. 

Oh, who that hears your chorus strong, 
Comet, and flute, and sackbut clear. 
And psaltery both loud and long, 

And dulcimer so soft to hear, 
But must fall down in heart and worship Him, 
And set His image up in grateful heart. 
Who in this life, bewildering and dim. 
Hath to His creatures given a potent part 
Our hearts to raise, 
And fill with praise. 
And for a season bid all grovelling care depart ? 

C. S. 



Cf)ri0t our Hife* 
3{une 10. 

O Lord, I find that nothing else will do 
But follow where Thou goest, sit at Thy feet, 
And where I have Thee not, still run to meet. 
Roses are scentless, hopeless are the morns. 
Rest is but weakness, laughter crackling thorns, 
If Thou, the Truth, do not make them the true : 
Thou art my life, O Christ ! and nothing else will do. 

George Macdonald. 



90 



JUNE 11, 12, 



Dititne (Suitiance« 
3lutte II, 

Where shall wisdom be found ? 

Job, xxviii. 12. 
If any of you lacketh wisdom, let him ask of God, 
who giveth to all liberally, and upbraideth not, and 
it shall be given him. But let him ask in faith, 
nothing doubting. James, i. 5. 

I will instruct thee, and teach thee in the way that 
thou shalt go. I will guide thee with mine eye. 

Ps. xxxii. 8. 



^31 toill ble00 t^z Horti at all timta^' 

Ps. xxxiv. 

3lune 12. 

For what shall I praise Thee, my God and my King? 
For what blessings the tribute of gratitude bring ? 
Shall I praise Thee for plenty, for health, and for ease. 
For the spring of delight and the sunshine of peace ? 

For all this should I praise Thee, and only for this, 
I should leave half unsung Thy donation of bliss : 
I praise Thee for sorrow, for sickness, for care ; 
For the thorns I have gathered, the anguish I bear. 

For my nights of anxiety, watching, and tears, 
A present of pain, a perspective of fears : 
I praise Thee, I bless Thee, my King.and my God, 
For the good and the evil Thy hand has bestowed. 

Caroline Fry. 



JUNE 13, 14. 91 



©rapet in IPerpIeyitg* 
3Iutte 13. 

In nothing be anxious ; but in everything by prayer 
and supplication let your requests be made known 
unto God. And the peace of God, which passeth 
all understanding, shall guard your hearts and your 
thoughts in Christ Jesus. Philip, iv. 6, 7. 

I am well persuaded that after earnest prayer the 
mind is clearest, and the will is freest, and the judg- 
ment is wisest, and that then thoughts come to us 
most nearly like Divine messages. And after kneeling 
to God, our first few steps are almost certainly in the 
way of eternal life. Anon. 



i&piritual Di0couia0ement. 
3{une 14* 

I AM cast out — I find no place, 
No hearing at the throne of grace. 
* Come, Lord — O come I * I cry alway, 
I pour my heart out night and day. 
Yet never, until now, have won 
The answer — * Here am I, my son.' 

O dull of heart ! enclosed doth lie 
In each * Come Lord,* a *Here am I.' 
Thy love, thy longing are not thine, 
Reflections of a love divine : 
The very prayer to thee was given. 
Itself a messenger from heaven. 



\ 



92 JUNE 15, 16. 



Sbeence* 
3Iune 15. 

Where'er I look, where'er stray, 
Thy thought goes with me on my way, 
And hence the prayer I breathe to-day. 

If then a fervent wish for thee 

The gracious heavens will heed from me, 

What should, dear heart, its burden be ? 

God's love — unchanging, pure, and true — 
The Paraclete white-shining through, 
His peace ; the fall of Hermon's dew. 

With such a prayer on this sweet day, 
As thou may'st hear, and I may say, 
I greet thee, dearest, far away. 

J. G. Whittier. 



3Ittne 16. 

The bird sits singing by his nest, 
' And tells aloud 

His trust in God, and so is blest 

'Neath every cloud. 
He has no store, he sows no seed ; 
Yet sings aloud, and doth not heed ; 
By flowing stream or grassy mead 

He sings to shame 
Men, who forget, in fear of need, 

A Father's Name. 
Isaac Williams. 



fUNE 17, 18, 



93 



Ziz trulH (Sreat iBm* 
June 17. 

Obsrrve the calmness of great men ; noting by the 
way that real greatness belongs to no station and no 
set of circumstances. This calmness is the cause of 
their beautiful behaviour. Vanity, injustice. intem« 
perance, are all smallnesses arising from a blindness 
to proportion in the vain, the unjust, the intemperate. 
"Whereas no one thing, unless it be the love of God, 
has such a continuous hold on a great mind as to seem 
all in all to it. The great know, unconsciously, more 
of the real beneficent secret of the world : there is 
occasional repose of soul for them. How can such 
men be subdued by money, be enclosed by the ideas 
of a party or a faction, be so shut up in a profession, 
an art, or a calling, as to see nought else, or to believe 
only in one form of expression for what is beautiful 
and good ? Arthur Helps. 



%^t eri^cistian eEi^aractet* 
3{ttne 18. 

Therr is a sweet savour and influence which goes 
forth firom a genuine Christian character, which wins, 
fascinates, and gains disciples for Christ, more than 
any preachings or any outward work we can do. 

Rev. John Concreve. 



TT^3 2?. Stf. 



Or ?cacr if jfii» 



How beEmiiil ^ridiijz. :cr sccIs to ^e^ 

"Pris trssLsirs ±e AZniusrdfsl hadi grren ! 
Tc assi, win=i we iwoie izd wben we slecpi» 
l3 izcesse nunc ::s like a brexrii from heaveii. 
i^^iiiiei ai heart xnd home^ 

\Vbere ihe heart's jWS begin ; 
Quiec where'er we roozn, 

Qciet aroan\L within. Anon. 



Jane 20. 



Health ! I seek thee ; dost thou love 

The mountain top or quiet vale, 
Or deign o*er humbler hills to rove 

On showery June's dark south-west gale ? 
If so, I'll meet all blasts that blow, 

With silent step, but not forlorn ; 
Though, goddess, at thy shrine I bow. 

And woo thee each returning morn. 

I seek thee where with all his might 

The jovous bird his rapture tells. 
Amidst the half-excluded light 

That cilds the foxglove's pendent bells ; 
Where dieerly up the bold hill-side 

The deepening groves triumphant climb ; 
In groves I >elight and Peace abide, 

And Wisdom marks the lapse of time. 

Robert Bloom field. 



rUNE 21, 22' 95 



Zit EemeU? for 6orrotD« 

3Ittne 21. 

She knelt 
And prayed with many tears to Him whose hand 
Touches the wounded heart and it is healed. 
With prayer there came new thoughts, and new desires. 
She asked for patience, and a deeper love 
For those with whom her lot was henceforth cast, 
And that in acts of mercy she might lose 
The sense of her own sorrow. When she rose, 
A weight was lifted off her heart. She sought 
Her couch, and slept a long and peaceful sleep. 
At mom she woke to a new life. Her days 
Henceforth were given to higher tasks of good 
In the great world. W. C. Bryant. 

With us is prayer, 
And joy, and strength, and courage are with Thee. 

Archbishop Trench. 



DifiScuItH in ]Pro0pett* 
3{une 22. 

*Do not meet trouble half way,' is good advice 
when it is trouble which may never come ; but when 
you are sure that a time of trial and difficulty is before 
you, go out to meet it. And do not go alone if it 
concerns others as well as yourself. Calmly talk it 
over, discuss how it can be best met and overcome, 
face the worst. Then will all meet it in the same 
spirit, and where * the best-laid schemes ' fail there 
will be no heart-burnings, no mutual recriminations. 
Above all, pray for guidance and the power to endure. 

C. S. 

Commit thy works unto the Lord, and thy thoughts 
shall be established. Prov. xvi. 3. 




96 JUNE 2S, 24. 



Zit lPribiIe0e0 of iRHitmie ILife^ 
3Ittne 23. 

The middle-aged, who have lived through their 
strongest emotions, bnt are yet in the time when 
memory is still half-passionate, and not merely con- 
templative, should surely be a sort of natural priest- 
hood, whom life has disciplined and consecrated to 
be the refuge and rescue of early stumblers and 
victims of self-despair. Gborgb Eliot. 



Eeet In a 9Su0h HiCe* 
3Iune 24« 

Busy footsteps coming, going, 

Calls so varied to obey, 
Never-ceasing sound and motion 

Going on from day to day ; 
Till at times the brain grows dizzy 

With the constant whirl and strife, 
And I long and plead for stillness — 

Even one moment's hush in life. 

Softly steals the Master's answer. 
With the peace it ever brings, 

* Thou canst find the wished-for quiet 
In the shadow of my wings ; 

Hiding there from earthly turmoil, 
Safe and blest beneath their shade, 

Hearing e*en my faintest whisper 

Through the silence I have made.' 

^. VI. B. 



\ 



JUNE 26, 26. 97 



Ee0t in (Soti» 
3lttne 25. 

To Him, from wanderings long and wild, 
I come, an over-wearied child, 
In cool and shade His peace to find 
Like dew-fall settling on my mind. 

J. G. Whittibr. 
Come unto Me, all ye that labour and are heavy 
laden, and I will give you rest. Matt. xi. 38. 



Z'^t ' ILi0i)t of tf^e WiWlW 
3{ttne 26. 

Any one who has watched a sunrise among moun- 
tains will know how the light opens out depths of 
beauty and life when but lately the eye rested on a 
cold monotony of gloom or mist. At one moment, 
only the sharp, dark outline of the distant ranges 
stands out against the rosy sky, and at the next, peak 
after peak catches the living fire, which then creeps 
slowly down their rocky slopes, and woods and streams 
and meadows and homesteads start out from the dull 
shadows, and the grass on which we stand sparkles 
with a thousand dewdrops. Now all this represents 
in a figure what is the effect of the presence of Christ 
in the world, when the eye is opened to see Him. 
Let the thought of Christ rest on anything about us, 
great or small, and it will forthwith reflect on the 
awakened soul some new image of His power and 
love. Rev. B. F . WissicATt x \i Xi . 



Vw 



^ 



-Mc JULY. *<- 



Z^e Ilot)e of jf^ature. 

I WOULD not for a world of gold 

That Nature's lovely face should tire ; 
Fountain of blessings yet untold 1 

Pure source of intellectual fire I 
Fancy's fair buds, the germs of song, 

Unquickened midst the world's rude strife. 
Shall sweet retirement render strong, 

And morning silence bring to life. 

Robert Bloom pibld. 



De0pontiencH« 
3lttlp a. 

States of despondency do not last ; perhaps in 
speaking of them they depart. Despondency is hardly 
a state of mind, it is the mind's forgetfulness of its own 
true state : which is a glorious state, as I need not 
tell you. But I need to tell you too, as you need to 
tell me the same, for this forgetfulness is a plague that 
is always nigh at hand, and merely to hear another 
sajring, 'It is not so as it seems; the firmament is not 
a congregation of vapours, but has a goodly sun in the 
midst of it, and overhangs a beautiful earth,' is not 
merely comfortable, it is positively healing. 



I02 



/ZTLY^ 4, 



Ah! wben tiie infinite htaden. ci fife descendeth 

npoQ va, 
Cnehts to earth oar hapt, and noder the eaith, m 

the gra^e-jardy 
Then ft is good to pcaj nnto God for His xnawiDg 

Tmns He ne'er from His door, but He heals, and 

helps, and coosc^es them. 
Yet it b better to praj when all things are prosperoos 

with OS, 
Pray in fortunate dajs, for life's most beantifol Fortune 
Kneels down before the Eternal's throne and with 

hands inter'folded 
Praises, thankful and moved the only Giver of 
blessings. Lomgfsllow. 



6eIME0tisiiate« 
3lttTi? 4» 

Bk good and true, and you cannot be — in reality, or 
in the truth of things — commonplace or insignificant. 
Each of us is exactly as great as he is in Gcd*s sight, 
and no greater. 

The Psalmist deeply felt that truth when he wrote, 
'I am small and of no reputation, yet' — and oh what 
a fire of convictiont what a burst of triumph, what a 
rush of hope, Is compressed into that *yet 1* — *I am 
small and of no reputation ; ^et, have I kept Thy law.' 

Archdbacon Farrar. 

CitRtsr is all, and in all. coi. iil n. 



JULY S, 6, 103 



O SIMPLY open wide the Temple door, 
And let the solemn, swelling-organ greet, 

With voluntaries meet, 
The willing advent of the rich and poor I 
And while to God the loud Hosannas soar, 
With rich vibrations from the vocal throng — 
From quiet shades that to the woods belong, 

And brooks with music of their own. 
Voices may come to swell the choral song 
With notes of praise they learned in musings lone. 

T. Hood. 



* Z'it 3(02 of tt^e SLotH 10 Hour ftttenett^/ 

3(ttlp 6. 

Sometimes a light surprises 

The Christian while he sings ; 
It is the Lord, who rises 

With healing in His wings : 
When comforts are declining 

He grants the soul again 
A season of clear shining, 

To cheer it after rain. 

Set free from present sorrow. 

We cheerfully can say. 
E'en let the unknown to-morrow 

Bring with it what it may. 
It can bring with it nothing 

But He will bear us through ; 
Who gives the lilies clothing 

Will clothe His people too. Cow per. 



i 
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J I':: Y r. t 



Qv LiHr if ^annz. 

IB^? 7- 

I HATZfidt 

A Ffeseooe that disturbs me vidi the joy 

Of tdevaU:d thoughts : a sense snbliiiie 

^'/f ft'.rtn^thkig far more deeplj interfnsed, 

Wli</M; dwelling is the light of setting sons. 

And the round ocean, and the living air, 

Aiid the blue sky, and in the mind of man : 

A nutSvm and a spirit that impels 

All thinking things, all objects of all thought, 

An<i roll« through all things. Therefore am I still 

A lover of the meadows, and the woods, 

And mountains. Wordsworth. 



SuTp 8. 

The spirit dings 
Ss^ t'\\iuUy to the sunshine of an hour, 
b\vi|ivnii\£ oA its higher aims,-^he things 
\\ ^\s\\W tv s^^ekiug — iU^es not own their power. 
Vhcw vkxih s\Hwt Music with a sudden stnun» 
\ \K\' A s\> it> W^v^ acivxss a shunbenng 
S^waK \\I a IiAnV tv^ TUiXx A wice h> saun» 



JUL Y 9, 10, los 



S^Hnrn of ]@rai0e* 

Join voices, all ye living souls : ye birds, 
That singing up to Heaven-gate ascend. 
Bear on your wings and in your notes His praise. 
Ye that in waters glide, and ye that walk 
The earth, and stately tread, or lowly creep, 
Witness if I be silent, mom or even, 
To hill, or valley, fountain or fresh shade. 
Made vocal by my song, and taught His praise. 
Hail, Univeraed Lord I be bounteous still 
To give us only good ; and if the night 
Have gathered aught of evil or concealed. 
Disperse it, as now light dispels the dark ! 

Milton. 

Ask yourself, what do you care most for? For 
success ? for enjojnnent ? for ease ? Then success, or 
enjoyment, or ease, is your religion, by whatever 
name you call yourself. Or, if you care for nothing, 
then you have no religion at all. But if you care for 
duty, and place that first, then you are beginning 
aright, and where Christ would have you begin. I 
might tell you of the increasing happiness of such 
a life, of the interest, the largeness, the ever-growing, 
ever-widening and deepening sympathies of such a 
life. And I might tell you, too, how those who begin 
with a life of duty alone find themselves irresistibly 
drawn to the highest Example of duty ; how with 
faith unformulated they come at last, as it were with 
magnetic attraction, to Christ ; and they know that it 
is He who has been leading them all the time by ways 
that they knew not. ^^n . ^ . "^.^wssi^. 



^ 



io6 JULYIL 



/ 



WttBtB tf JTuffmiw 

Why after such a solemn mood 
Should any meaner thought intrude? 
Why will not Heaven hereafter give 
That we for evermore may live 
Thus at our spirit's topmost bent ? — 
So asked I in my discontent. 
But give me, Lord, a wiser heart ; 
These seasons come and they depart. 
These seasons, and those higher still 
When we are given to have our fill 
Of strength, and life, and joy with Thee, 
And brightness of Thy face to see. 
• * « * 

Thrice welcome may such seasons be, 
Ilut welcome too the common way, 
The lowly duties of the day, 
And nil which makes and keeps us low. 
And (caches us ourselves to know. 

Akch BISHOP Trxmch. 



A 



JULY 12, 13, 107 



Yes, when amidst the grove of green 

The church's snow-white spire is seen, 

The portal and the step of stone, 

The walls to adoration known, 

How holy, how dear, 4oes the spot appear 1 

The fairest of heaven and earth are here. 

Sorrow will cause the heart to pray ; 
But oh, how lovelier is the sound. 
When notes of happiness rebound. 
Where all is beautiful around 

Amidst the summer ray I 

James Edmbston. 



IPraner* 
3(ttlp 13, 

Op what an easie quick accesse. 

My blessed Lord, art Thou 1 how suddenly 

May our requests Thine ear invade I 

To show that state dislikes not easinesse. 

If I but lift mine eyes my suit is made : 

Thou canst no more not heare, than Thou canst die. 

George Herbert. 

Prayer is the breathing of a sigh. 

The falling of a tear, 
The upward glancing of an eye 

When none but God is near. 



I 



io8 JUL Y 14. 



/ 



Zxwst in <0oti in ^ftHcAcn* 

Snip 14. 

It is common to speak of trust in God in seasons of 

anxiety and distress, as if we might trust that the 

dreaded evil would not be allowed to come upon us. 

But a very little experience renders thb kind of trust 

impossible. Often, indeed, the fears of an anxioust 

apprehensive mind, are not realised ; but sometimes 

the dreaded stroke does fall, the thing that seemed 

almost too bad to be true does come to pass. And 

then, in the next anxiety that comes upon us, how can 

the heart help fearing that the worst may happen 

again ? Yet there is a trust of a different kind. It is 

more like a childlike looking up to our Father in 

Heaven, a leaning on His arm in our present need, 

and a trust that that arm will not fail us in a future 

into which we will not seek too anxiously to inquire. 

Such a trust as that need never fail us : experience 

would strengthen instead of weaken it ; and its effort 

would be as different as possible from the over-confi- 

dence of the naturally sanguine. 

Matilda Sturge. 



A 



JUL Y 15, 16. 109 



3lttli? 15. 

Largely thou givest, gracious Lord ; 
Largely Thy gifts should be restored ; 
Freely Thou givest, and Thy word 

Is, * Freely give.* 
He only who forgets to hoard 

Has learned to live. Kbblb. 

A MAN that is in want you shall treat as a suffering 
brother, and not relieve as a b^gar, else your own 
soul shall be beggared of delicacy. 

William Mountford. 



^i)e ]@re0ence of (Soti in jl^ature« 

In the deep stillness and softness of all around us, 
in the incomparable splendour of the evening, there 
was something that seemed to bring us into the imme- 
diate presence of God. The wood was all our own ; no 
bird sang from out the thicket ; the broad river was 
so shallow as to be almost silent ; even a flower, I 
thought, would have broken the utterly sylvan charm, 
and not one bloomed beside our path. It was a 
world of green silence and of golden sunlight — sun- 
light trickling through the thick leaves, glittering 
upon the river, gleaming on the crags above us, 
while the trees stood forth in clear rounded masses, 
robed, not in the dark gloom of summer, but in hues 
which even in July were warm and burnished, as if 
the woods had ripened along with the corn. 

Dora Grebnwell. 



\ 



no JULY 17, IB, 



Confinence in ^oti« 

We must so settle ourselves in a finn belief in the 
goodness of the government of God, that when the 
evil days come we may be able from the heart to 
say, *Even so, Father; for so it seemed good in Thy 
sights' Bishop EwiNG. 

Shall we fear what God is about to do ? There is 
nothing in the universe that I am afraid of, but that I 
shall not know and do all my duty. Masy Lyon. 



lEleiieeinins tt^e Wccctz^ 

Here is there dawning 
Another blue day, 

Think— wilt thou let it 
Slip useless away ? 

Out of Eternity 

This new day was bom 
Into Eternity 

At night will return. 

Behold it aforetime 
No eye ever did ; 

And soon it for ever 
From all sight is hid. 



Here is there dawning 
Another blue day 1 

Think— wilt thou let it 
Slip useless away ? 



JULY 19, 20, III 



^3e0U0 C!)rf0t, tt^e 0ame 2e0tetlia2t anti tO'tiast 

anti for etet/ 

3IttI; 19* 

But whatever may be transitory we may be sure of 
this : that which is, and which alone is of the essence 
of Christianity, the Word, the Work, the Person of 
Christ — this will not pass away. These have their 
everlasting witness in the very constitution of hu- 
manity, a fresh witness in every fresh heart : and as 
the ages roll on and mankind subsists, they will only 
appreciate more, and more affectionately adore, sucn 
brightness of the Father's glory, and so express an 
Image of His Person. Rev. F. Myers. 



S^aftefulne004 

Hush, active mind I now cease to think. 

And let me hover on the brink 

Of slumber, till I close my eyes 

In sleep ; then wake with sweet surprise, 

To find how fresh, oblivion deep 

Hath made the mind, in precious sleep. 

Still now thy cares, thou restless heart, 
Thou dost o erdo thy proper part. 
Who is it saith, * Cast care on Me, 
Nor for the morrow anxious be ; 
Sufficient unto every day 
Is each day's evil ? ' Only pray 
To Him who doth His people keep, 
And gives His blessing while they sleep. 



\ 



112 JULY 21, 22. 



But hush, my soul, and, vain regrets, be still ; 
Find rest in Him who is the complement 
Of whatsoe'er transcends your mortal doom, 
Of broken hope and frustrated intent ; 
In the clear vision and aspect of whom 
All wishes and all longings are fulfilled. 

Archbishop Trench. 




Blame not the times in which we live. 

Nor Fortune, frail and fugitive ; 

Blame not thy parents, nor the rule 

Of vice or wrong once learned at school : — 

But blame thyself, O man ! 
» » * » 

And self to take or leave is free. 
Feeling its own sufficiency ; 
In spite of science, spite of fate. 
The judge within thee, soon or late. 
Will blame but thee, O man ! 

Say not, * I would, but could not ; He 
Should bear the blame who fashioned me. 
Call you mere change of motive, choice ?' 
Scorning such pleas, the inner voice, 
Cries, * Thine the deed, O man ! ' 

J. A. SVMONDS. 



JULY 23, 24, 113 



Z^e Slttitutie of tt^e ^oul^ 
3lttlp 23. 

While I believe the principle of love to Christ is 
entrenched in the depths of my soul, the emotion of 
love is not always in that iiill play I want it to be. 
No doubt He judges us by the principle He sees to 
exist in us, but we can't help judging ourselves, in 
spite of ourselves, by our feelings. 

« « » « 

We must get our light directly from on high. At 
the same time we influence each other for right or for 
wrong ; and one who is thoroughly upright and true 
will, unconsciously, influence and help those about 
him. E. Prentiss. 



Did I not speak of rivers, flowers, and flocks ? 

Begone, begone, with tame comparisons. 

The free soul mocks the grasp of simile, 

And bursts away to stand apart, alone, 

More inaccessible than any star. 

But bid her now to question of herself. 

And she will answer boldly — yea — / am, 

And sAa// be through the ^ddening worlds beyond ; 

And in the buried seed of this small life 

My boundless future lies, a pliant germ. 

F. A. Prideaux. 
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JUL Y j35, «. 



3bI| as* 

Maker of all ! the Locd 
And Raler of tiie height. 
Who, robing day in light, hast poared 
Soft slumbers o*er the night ; 
That to our limbs the power 
Of toil may be renewed. 
And hearts be raised that sink and cower. 
And sorrows be subdned. 

St 



Pro0re00 ^ t^ C^n^tian Hifir. 
31 III? 26. 

It is the work of a long life to become a Christian. 
Many, oh ! many a time are we tempted to say, ' I 
make no progress at all : it is only failure after feilure, 
nothing grows ! ' Now look at the sea when the flood 
is coming in. Go and stand by the sea-beach, and 
you will think that the ceaseless flux and reflux is but 
retrogression equal to the advance. But look again 
in nn hour's time, and the whole ocean has advanced. 
ICvcry advance has been beyond the last ; and every 
retrograde movement has been an imperceptible 
trifle less than the last. And this is Christian Pro- 
gress. Many a fluctuation, many a backward motion, 
with a rush sometimes so vehement that all seems 
lost : but if the eternal work be real, every failure has 
been n real gain, and the next does not carry us so 

far back as we were before We are nearer to 

CJofl than wc were. The flood of spirit-life has carried 
us up higher on the everlasting shores, where the waves 
of life lx:at no more, and all is safe at last. 

F. W. Robertson. 



\ 



JULY 27, 28, 115 



9lb0ent JFrieiiti0. 

O Lord, for those most dear and far away, 
But nearer and still dearer unto Thee, 

Supply Thou more than I would dare to pray. 
And when I cannot watch, watch Thou for me. 

Stand by, where my strength could not have availed, 
And in Thy might command the victory ; 

Give comfort where my comfort would have failed ; 
So great in love and power, Lord 1 watch for me. 

xl* R. R. 



Dea^ S29eIcome. 

So live, that when thy summons comes to join 

The innumerable caravan which moves 

To that mysterious realm where earth shall take 

His chamber in the silent halls of death, 

Thou go not, like the quarry-slave at night, 

Scourged to his dungeon, but sustained and soothed 

By an unfaltering trust, approach thy grave 

Like one who wraps the drapery of his couch 

About him, and lies down to pleasant dreams. 

F. W. Bryant. 



ii6 JULY 29, 



Zpt Deati) of fi ^am* 

Death was full urgent with thee, sister dear, 

And startling in his speed ; 
Brief pain, then languor till thy end dame near; — 
Such was the path decreed, 
The hurried road, 
To lead thy soul from earth to thine own God's abode. 

Death wrought in mystery'; — both complaint and 
cure 
To human skill unknown : — 
God put aside all means to make us sure 
It was His deed alone ; 

Lest we should lay 
Reproach on our poor selves that thou wast caught 
away. 

Death came unheralded — but it was well ; 

For so the Saviour bore 
Kind witness thou wast meet at once to dwell 
On the eternal shore ; 

All warning spared, 
For none He gives where hearts are foi prompt change 
prepared. j. h. Nbwmam. 



A 



JULY 30, 52. 117 



W^z Departeti Spirit* 
Sttli? 30. 

Speak then, thou voice of God within, 

Thou of the deep, low, tone ; 
Answer me, midst life's ceaseless din, 

Where is the spirit flown ? 

And the voice answered, ' Be thou still, 

Enough to know is given. 
Clouds, winds, and stars their part fulfil, 

Thine is to trust in Heaven.' 

Mrs. Hbmans. 



I LONG for household voices gone. 
For vanished smiles I long ; 

But God hath led my dear ones on, 
And He can do no wrong. 

I know not what the future hath, 

Of marvel or surprise. 
Assured alone that life and death 

His mercy imderlies. 

And if my heart and flesh are weak 

To bear an untried pain, 
The bruisM seed He will not break, 

But strengthen and sustain. 



-Mc AUGUST. *<- 



Hift up sour ^twcta* 

Look not downwards, but upwards — Sursum 
Corda — Lift up your hearts. Let tnis be your motta 
May our response to-day and every day be the same — 
*We lift them up unto the Lord.* Lift them up to 
gaze on that wondrous and perfect character oi the 
God-man in Christ Jesus, and that sight is a power 
which lasts for ever. Rbv. J. M. Wilson. 



?8eIot)eti one0 tiepatteti> 

And if ye wake or sleep, 
Or wrapt yet conscious in a calm between 
That stealeth not on earth, ye lie serene, 
Doth matter little — solemn, sweet, and deep 
Must be your rest with Him whose eyelids keep 
Tbeir watch above, for He can bless in sleep 
His own beloved ones. 

But is there prayer 
Within your quiet homes, and is there care 
For those ye leave behind ? I would address 
My spirit to this theme in humbleness : 
No tongue or pen hath uttered or made known 
This mystery, and thus I do but guess 
At clearer types through lowlier patterns shown ; 
Yet when did Love on earth forsake its own ? 

Dora Greenwell. 



I2D 



AUGUST ^ 4. 




I 



Much have we to soppoct as in oar strife^ 

With things which dse woaM crush as, nor alone 
Secret refreshings of the iwward life. 

But many a flower of sweetest scent is thrown 
Upon onr outward and our open way ; 

None sweeter than at some seasons known 
To them that dwell for many a prospeioas day 

Under one roof, and have, as they would hope. 
One purpose for their lives, one aim, one scope, — 

To labour upward on the path to heaven. 

Archbishop Trbnch. 



^nte (EBnt|)U0ia0iiu 
2ugtt0t 4. 

A MAN who believes in God must have some 
enthusiasm for Him, and in His service, or he has no 
vital heat. This enthusiasm is not excitement. It is 
not a flame quickly lighted, which bums fiercely for a 
time, and then flickers and dies out It need not, and 
if true it will not, lead us beyond the bounds of modera- 
tion, calmness, and common-sense. Like true love» 
of which it is a form, enthusiasm is deep, and silent, 
and self- restrained, and spends itself in glorifying the 
object which enkindles it. And without it there is no 
vital heat ; the spirit grows cold ; religion is a mere 
pixifession and form — the shroud of the soul which 
lies dcail in its coldness. Rev. J. Congkbve. 



AUGUST 5^ 6. lai 



9 Summer iWomlne ht t^e 6ea« 

There was not on that day a speck to stain 
The azure heaven ; the blessed sun alone. 
In unapproachable divinityi 
Careered, rejoicing in the fields of light. 
How beautiful, beneath the bright blue sky 
The billows* heave ! one glowing green expanse 
Save where, along the line of bending shore, 
Such line is thrown, as when the peacock*s neck 
Assumes its proudest tint of amethyst, 
Embathed in emerald glory ; all the flocks 
Of ocean are abroad ; like floating foam 
The sea-gulls rise and fall upon the waves ; 
With long protruded neck the cormorants 
Wing their far flight aloft, and round and round 
The plovers wheel, and give their note of joy. 

SOUTHBV. 

3[n ^ealne00« 
august 6. 

O POWER to do ! O baffled will ! 

O prayer and action I ye are one — 

Who may not strive, may yet fulfil 

The harder task of standing still, 

And good but wished, with God is done. 

J. G. Whittibr. 

They also serve, who only stand and wait. 

Milton. 



-^ ^ xr^ 




Zi'Tirn :fxe Tcart _ 

M7 raasBStSUst vssr -m 
Tmt >f JQ. loicy*^ xsf SB. ^nmfl■g 
^Xjpyi aa^ picns v^isb T!ick xc 

'Hut '^'iick^as S11I7 v^ea. Tbca 9j sc k no^ 

dv>» Tr^Ai 3hcm zz. as T^fne own. tme vaj, 
^"V num ear* ^ui ^t^ — Fsdaer ! Tbon mist IbhI 

I^, tV^ -Jla i««lle t]K» thoi^B^ts mto my 
mrtui 
Vij which .)Qch TiTtae may in me be bred, 
TW m Thy hc^y footsteps I mzj tread : 

Th« ^terst of my iaoffjit do Tboa nnhind. 
That I m^ hare the power to sii^ of Thee* 
An/l soana Thy praises everlastii^y. 

Wordsworth. 



Vf^ i^eto eroimnaiiliment« 

Wit At mlj/ht be done if men were wise, 
WImt j/lonouH deeds, my suffering brother, 

Would they unite 

In love nnd right. 
And cpnsc lliclr acorn of one another? 

WImt \\\\^\\\ be done ? This might be done, 
\\\\\ uuMv limn this» my suffering brother — 

^U^v thnn t)ic tongue 

I'^'oi ^uvl or s^ung, 
M I^UM^ wviv wiw* and Kntxl each other. 

Chakubs Maocat. 



AUGUST 9, 10. 123 



Ziz DutH of ?8ein0 C^app;« 

There is no duty we so much underrate as the duty 
of being happy. By being happy, we sow anonymous 
benefits upon the world, which remain unknown even 
to ourselves, or, when they are disclosed, surprise 
nobody so much as the benefactor. A happy man or 
woman is a better thing to find than a five-pound 
note. He or she is a radiating focus of good-will ; 
and their entrance into a room is as though another 
candle had been lighted. r. l. Stevenson. 



JFoc a J73uc0e« 
2ugu0t 10. 

Shall I silence keep 
Of you, O ministering women fair. 
Who, while the world lies sunk in careless sleep, 
Still for the love of God and man, can bear 
To watch by alien sick-beds, and to guard 
"With little hope and scant reward. 
Midst misery, and foul infected air. 
The friendless and the dying ? Shall I dare 
To sing of labour's meed, nor hold you dear ? 
Dear souls, your joys are great, and yet not wholly 

here : 
In heaven they blossom best and grow complete, 
And beautiful upon the eternal mountains are your 

feet. Lewis Morris. 



«2^ ACGC^yr IS. ic 



nasir^ srx 'QBjj xsuKL ssxi inx'ified a ks ffpoaaay 
fsr»<f; bxt pr:3<bixarfjT couEpaBec a ics aBseea dcpdis. 
Ix » vk Tsmno. vn^rrj — qx5e -aniJkiM die soal — a 
K«t^ hSs hmaeh sSodbcr iafi^— that CliiBt gives 
to them that aie Us. Ii b wrthin g deeper than 
«es2te, or iote3iect, <v jnvifm, or all the sfaovrs of 
that hit wfakfa we can see, or hcai; or tondi : — it 
h a ^ofitire spiiitnal endcmnent — a ^ft finom the 
Dtrtoe. It b the coasckws&ess of God Himsdf as our 
Ujvinff FatheTf and of the stiei^;di of the Divine Will 
wbicn we have cbofen against all hinnan selfishness 
and sin, Pusccval TinjjocH. 



^fltiotcf unner out 2ifnictmui. 
flttf tt^t x6* 

Let us be patient ! these severe afflictions 

Not from the ground arise. 
But oftentimes Celestial benedictions 

AtfKume this dark disguise. 

# # * « 

And though at times, impetuous with emotion 

And anguish long suppressed, 
The Kwelling heart heaves moaning like the ocean, 

That cannot be at rest. 

Wt» will be patient, and assuage the feeling 

WtJ may not wholly stay ; 
\\y ullence sanctifying, not concealing 

The grief that must have way. Longfellow. 



AUGUST 17, 18. 127 

iWetiitation in t^e Country* 
2uKU0t 17. 

If Thought might choose retirement, it should be 

In the recesses of a summer wood, 
Beneath an old and patriarchal tree, 

Whose noble trunk the flood of ages stood ; 

Beside a bank with forest blossoms strewed ; 
And where a still and shadowed water sleeps, 

And where in imrestrained and gamesome mood 
The wild bird warbles, and the wild deer leaps. 

In such an oriel things might wander by 

Of sweet, sublime, and lovely fantasy. 

James Edmbston. 

IPcai0e for Deltt)erance« 

flUgU0t 18. 
K'NG of glory. King of peace 

I will love Thee ; 
And that love may never cease 

I will move Thee. 

Thou hast granted my request. 

Thou hast heard me ; 

Thou didst note my working breast, 

Thou hast spared me. 

Wherefore with my utmost art, 

I will sing Thee ; 

And the cream of all my heart 

I will bring Thee. 

George Herbert. 



128 AUGUST 19, 20, 



flttgustt I9» 

Weep not for death ! 

'Tis but a fever stilled, 
A pain supprest, a fear at rest, 

A solemn hope fulfilled ; 
The moonsheen on the slumbering deep 
Is scarcely calmer — wherefore weep ? 

Weep not for death ! 
The fount of tears is sealed : 
Who knows how bright the inward ligfat 

To those closed eyes revealed ? 
Who knows what fearless love may fill 
The heart that seems so cold and still ? 

Anon. 



9n (I]fncon0enial ilot« 

9lttgU0t 20. 

* It is no difficulty to me that so many people are 
placed in circumstances for which they are not fitted. 
1 have felt all my life that I was in circumstances for 
which I was not fitted, and I see that this is necessary. 
Education would stop if we and our circumstances 
were fitted to each other. Failure is no difficulty 
to me ; or rather there can be no failure ; for the 
purpose of God is the training of the spirit, and this 
cannot fail. T. Erskinb. 



AUGUST 21, 22. 129 



Z^z IPeace of (Soti« 

flU(|^U0t 21* 

Not only tongues of the apostles teach 

Lessons of love and light, but these expanding 

And sheltering boughs with all their leaves implore, 

And say in language clear as human speech, 

* The peace of God, that passeth understanding. 

Be and abide with you for evermore ! * 

Longfellow. 



Reparation* 
August 22. 

* Yet why be sad ? for Thou wilt keep 

Watch o'er them day by day : 
Since Thou wilt soothe them when they weep, 

And hear us when we pray.* 

And this is just the prose fact of the case, full of real 
substantial comfort, in all the changes and chances 
of this mortal life. And another prose fact, which is 
often voted poetical, seems to me to be, that we are 
really nearer together in spirit when separated in 
body, as the thoughts and sjmipathies are perfectly 
independent of geography, and they naturally fly off 
on their own errands when a little anxiety is added 
to our love. Caroline Fox. 



K 
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AUGUST 23, 24. 



I MISS the unbounded hope of old, 
The freshness and the glow of youth ; 
I miss the fever and the fret, 
The luminous haze of gold. 
I see a mind clearer and calmer yet, 
A more unselfish love, a more unclouded truth ; 
Such gain I take, and this 
More gracious shows, and fair, than that I miss. 

Lewis Morris. 



93? tl>z 6ea« 

Good-bye to pain and care I I take 

Mine ease to-day : 
Here where these sunny waters break. 
And ripples the keen breeze, I shake 
All burdens from the heart, all weary thoughts away. 

I draw a freer breath, I seem 

Like all I see — 
Waves in the sun — the white-winged gleam 
Of sea-birds in the slanting beam. 
And far-off sails that flit before the south wind free. 

So when life's veil shall fall asunder, 

The soul may know 

No fearful change nor sudden wonder, 

Nor sink the weight of mystery under, 

But with the upward rise, and wiih the vastness grow. 

J. G. Whittier. 



AUGUSTUS, 26. 131 



9 iStool hz t^e WiBt* 

fluguttt 25 » 

We climbed a nigged mountain in the glare 

Of summer noon ; the way beneath our feet 

Toilsome and steep, while with untempered heat 

The sun beat downward through the sultry air. 

We rested on the slope, reclining where 

'Twas green with moss, when lo ! up-bubbling near 

A spring of purest water, cool and dear. 

And to our fevered lips how welcome there ! — 

We climb the steep of life, how oft distressed 

With the rough track beneath the scorchmg ray, 

Yet often fincung, when the most oppressed, 

A spring of living water by the way, 

To cheer us fainting, and our trust restore. 

In Him who leads us where He trod before. 

Matilda Sturce. 



And what comes of obedience lo the law of Duty? 
There comes of it all that is best, all that is greatest, 
in this world's history. Duty has been the mainspring 
of every god-like action, the polestar of every holy life. 
We may train ourselves — aye, and that daily — to do 
things, unknown indeed, and unnoticed, but as great in 
essence, and as dear in the sight of God, as these [high 
actions which men admire]. For it is on our lives, and 
not on this or that act, that God will look. If our life 
be guided by these principles, it is impossible that we 
should live in vain. *If the home duties,' said Con- 
fucius, *are well performed, what need is there to go 
afar for sacrifice ? ' Archdeacon Farrar. 



132 AUGUST 27, 28, 



Prosperity is the blessing of the Old Testament ; 
Adversity is the blessing of the New ; which carrieth 
the greater benediction, and the clearer revelation of 
God^ favour. Yet, even in the Old Testament, if 
you listen to David's harpe, you shall heare as many 
herselike ayres as carols : and the pencill of the Holy 
Ghost hath laboured more in describing the afflictions 
of Job than the felicities of Salomon. Prosperity is 
not without many feares and distastes ; and adversity 
is not without comforts and hopes. Lord Bacon. 



Sugu0t 28. 

Therefore my Hope arose 
From out her swound, and gazed upon Thy face. 
And, meeting there that soft subduing look, 

Which Peter's spirit shook, 
Sunk downward in a rapture to embrace 
Thy pierced hands and feet with kisses close, 
And prayed Thee to assist her evermore 

To * reach the things before.* 

Then gavest Thou the smile 
Whence angel-wings thrill quick like summer 

lightning, 
Vouchsafing rest beside Thee, where she never 
From love and Faith may sever. 

£. B. Browning. 



AUGUST 29, SO, 133 



9Sereat)emenn 
9ittgu0t 29. 

What shall make trouble ? not the holy thought 

Of the departed — that shall be a part 
Of the undying things that peace hath wrought 
Into a world of beauty in the heart. 
Not the forms passed away 

That life's strong current bore ; 
Though the stream might not stay, 

The ocean shall restore. Anon. 



9nnit)er0arie0» 

SlllgttStt 30* 
The holiest of all holy-days are those 

Kept by ourselves in silence and apart ; 

The secret anniversaries of the heart 
When the full river of feeling overflows : — 
The happy days unclouded to their close ; 

The sudden joys that out of darkness start 

As flames from ashes ; swift desires that dart 
Like swallows singing down each wind that blows ! 
White as the gleam of a receding sail, 

White as a cloud that floats and fades in air, 

White as the whitest lily on a stream. 
These tender memories are ; a fairy tale 

Of some enchanted land we know not where, 

But lovely as a landscape in a dream. 

Longfellow. 



134 AUGUST n. 



^Ugtt0t 3X* 

O Lord of heaven and earth and sea 
To Thee al^ praise and glory be ! 
How shall we show our love to Thee 
Who givest all ? 

The golden sunshine, vernal air. 
Sweet flowers and fruit Thy love declare, 
When harvests ripen Thou art there 
Who givest all. 

For peaceful homes and healthful days. 
For all the blessings earth displays, 
We owe Thee thankfulness and praise 

Who givest all. Wordsworth. 



^ 




^^ SEPTEMBER. ** 



He liveth long who liveth well : 

All else is being flung away ; 
He liveth longest who can tell 

Of true things truly done each day. 

Be what thou seemest ; live thy creed ; 

Hold up to earth the torch divine ; 
Be what thou prayest to be made ; 

Let the great Master's steps be thine. 

H. BONAR. 

' tBM t^ifi WiorXn 00 not a]bu0infi it/ 
%ep temper a* 

Cultivate not only the corn-fields of your mind, 
but the pleasure-grounds also. Every faculty and every 
study become ennobled and sanctified when directed, 
by one whose constraining motive is the love of Christ, 
towards a good object. Let not the Christian then 
think ' scorn of the pleasant land : ' — that land is the 
field of ancient and modem literature — of philosophy 
in almost all its departments — of the arts of reasoning 
and persuasion. Every part of it may be cultivated with 
advantage, as the land of Canaan when bestowed on 
God's peculiar people. They were not commanded 
to let it lie waste, as incurably polluted by the abomi- 
nations of its first inhabitants ; but to cultivate it, and 
dwell in it, living in obedience to the Divine laws, 
and dedicating its choicest fruits to the Lord their 
God. Archbishop Whatelv. 



136 SEPTEMBER 3. 



/ 



Di0content» 

September 3* 

Some murmur when their sky is clear. 

Archbishop Trench. 

Yes, it is true, and not alone 

As metaphor is true. 
How often do we hear a moan 

Over a * heaven of blue.* 
Even if no * small fleck * be there, 
Even if a sweet and balmy air 

Breathe round them to renew ; 
They say, * Would I were otherwhere, 

This sky — ^it is not blue ; 
Pleases me not, this Island air — 

All is subdued in hue ; 
And rain descends, and vapours rise : — 
I long, I long for southern skies I * 

Let us our murmurs put to sleep, 
Strive to discern the best 

Where duty calls : — and for the rest, 
Unpleased, then silence keep. 
And surely wheresoe*er we roam 
Bright things we can recall in this our Island 
home. C. S. 



SEPTEMBER 4, 5. 137 



Hobe of ^oti anti ^Bm* 
%t^tmbtt 4* 

O HEARTS of love I O souls that turn 
Like sunflowers to the pure and blest ! 
To you the truth is manifest : 
For they the mind of Christ discern 
Who lean, like John, upon His breast. 

J. G. Whittibr. 
Life, I repeat, is energy of love 
Divine and human : exercised in pain, 
In strife, and tribulation, and ordained. 
If so approved and sanctified, to pass 

Through shades and silent rest, to endless joy. 

Wordsworth. 

9 {J^ifii^ !S)tan1iatti» 
September 5. 
As it will raise our endeavour high, to look on the 
highest pattern, so it will lay our thoughts low con- 
cerning ourselves. Men compare themselves with 
men, and readily with the worst, and flatter themselves 
with their comparative bettemess. This is not the 
way to see our spots, to look into the muddy streams 
of profane men*s lives ; but look into the clear fountain 
of the Word, and there we may both discern and wash 
them. Consider the infinite holiness of God, and this 
will humble us to the dust. Archbishop Lbighton. 

They measuring themselves by themselves, and 
comparing themselves among themselves, are not 
wise. 3 Cor. X. Z2. 



13$ SEFTEMBEJt ^ 7. 

My tlKMXg^ts oft rest with tlwe m dij cold gnrrcy 

Throagh the long wintry n^it wiien wrzsd and 
Rock the dark hoose where thy poor bead is laid. 

Yet htish, my food heart, hush ! there is a shore 
Of better promise : and t know a- last. 
When the long sabbath of the tomb is past. 

We two shall meet in Christ — to port no moce. 

H. KotKK Whitk. 

' S^ lotn looftcH 011 JPetm' 
%epteiiitet y* 
When firal Thy swcei r if ^radons eye 

Vouchsafed even in the midst of youth and night 
To look upon me, who befo'-e did lie 

Weltering in sinne, 
I felt a sugared, strange delight, 
Pasfting all cordials made by any art. 
Bedew, embalme, and overrunne my heart, 

And take it in. 

If Thy first glance so powerful! be, 

A mirth but opened and seaPd up again, 
What wonders shall we feel when we shall see 

Thy fuU-ey'd love ! 
When Thou shalt look us out of pain, 
And one aspect of Thine spend in delight. 
More than a thousand sunnes disburse in light, 

In heaven above. 

Gborgb HBRBsar. 



SEPTEMBER 8, 9. 139 

^^alltno toiti (Son/ 

Thy hand in His, like fondest, happiest child, 
Place thou, nor draw it for a moment thence ; 

Walk thou with Him, a Father reconciled, 
Ti : » His own good time He call thee hence. 

"Walk with Him nov/, o ^hall thy way be bright. 

And all thy soul be filled with His most glorious 

light. H. BONAR. 

The path of the just is as the shining light, which 

shineth more and more unto the perfect day. 

Prov. iv. z8. 

a)itjer0it?» 
September 9. 

Yea, there be saints who are not like the painted 
And haloed figures fixed upon the pane ; 

Not outwardly and visibly ensainted, 

But hiding oeeri he light which they contain. 

The rugged gentleness, the wit, whose glory 
Flashed like a sword because its edge was keen. 

The fine antithesis, the flowing story : — 
Beneath such things the sainthood is not seen. 

Till from the pillow of the thinker, l)ring 

In weakness, comes the teaching then best taught. 

That the true crown for any soul in dying, 
Is Christ, not genius, and is faith, not thought. 

Rev. William Alexander. 




I40 



SEPTEMBER 10, U, 



6oli'0 ]Pre0ence in ttsus of iEU^osctnn* 

None need wonder to find the Lord of life at that 
festival, for He came to sanctify all life, to con- 
secrate its times of joy, as its times of sorrow ; all 
experience telling us that it is times of gladness which 
especially need such a sanctifying power and presence 
of the Lord. In times of sorrow the sense of God's 
nearness comes more naturally out : in these it is in 
danger to be forgotten. . . . His should be at once a 
harder and a higher task, to mingle with and purify 
the common life of men ; to assert and bring out the 
glory which was hidden in its every relation. 

Archbishop Trench. 



I^elp ^ Di0coura0eiiient» 
^eptenttiet ii« 

Sweet thought of God, now do thy work 

As thou hast done before ; 
"Wake up, and tears will wake with thee, 

And the dull mood be o*er. 

The very thinking of the thought 

"Without or praise or prayer. 
Gives life to know and light to do, 

And marvellous strength to bear. 

*Tis not His justice or His power, 

Beauty, or blest abode, 
But the mere unexpanded thought 

Of the eternal God. Y . w . f ktor. 



SEPTEMBER 12, 13. 141 

3ln Vrouble* 
%fptemtet la. 

Till Death the weary spirit free, 

Thy God hath said, 'tis gcxxl for thee 

To walk by faith and not by sight ; 

Take it on trust a little while ; 

Soon shalt thou read the mystery right 

In the full sunshine of His smile. 

Kbblb. 



£Dn enterino Hife^ 
%ep temper 13. 

I WILL not wake the past ; it lies 

In memory's arms asleep ; 
Look back with fond forgiving eyes 

And fond remembrance keep. 

I will not wake the past, but yet, 

O cherish pleasures gone, 
Nor His unfailing love forget 

Whose hand has led thee on. 

Will He not lead thee still ? to Him 

Thy hopes and fears consign. 
Then, in the future far and dim. 

His blessing shall be thine. 

Fair be the heritage in life 

By Him, thy Father given. 
May joy and woe, and peace and strife. 

All train thy soul for heaven. 

Matilda Sturge. 

^ 



\ 



143 SEPTEMBER 14, 16. 



Cl^otD to meet Affliction* 

Count each affliction, whether light or grave, 
God's messenger sent down to ihee, do thou 
"With courtesy receive him ; rise and bow, 
And, ere his shadow pass thy threshold, crave 
Permission first his heavenly feet to lave ; 
Then lay before him all thou hast ; allow 
No cloud of passion to usurp thy brow, 
Or mar thy hospitality ; no wave 
Of mortal tumult to obliterate 
The soul's marmorial calmness ; grief should be 
Like joy, majestic, equable, sedate ; 
Confirming, cleansing, raising, making firee. 

AuBRBY DB Verb. 



Ci)ri0ttan CInion in t^t iFati^ei^oli of ^oH* 

^eptemtier 15. 

If we are distressed by strife and ^f-seeking, if 
jealousies and divisions hinder the progress and mar 
the glory of the Church, if rivalry and ambition dis- 
turb the great family of nations, let us hold fast the 
truth which outlives the storms of earth f le^ us con- 
centrate in one energy of supplication all the thoughts 
of our common brotherhood : let us offer up unwea- 
riedly the prayer which Christ hath taught us, in His 
fellowship and by His strength — Father, our Father y — 
that last best name, which gives to the ear of faith a 
promise of union underlying all differences, and reach- 
ing beyond all time, of union which is established and 
not broken by death, of union which is consummated 
in the open vision of God. 

Rev. Brooke Foss Whstcott, D.D. 



SEPTEMBER 16, 17. 143 

Can I bless thee, my belov^— can I bless thee? 
What blessing word can I 
From mine own tears keep dry ? 

• • • • 

May God bless thee, my belovM — may God bless thee ? 

£. B. Browning. 

* Bless me ere I go I * 
Oh, then I sadly thought, but did not speak : 
How may /bless thee, I, oft proved so weak, 

So poor in blessing that I can but love, 
Nor even bless through loving ? I will seek 

For that I cannot give. * May One above, 
BelovM, love thee, keep thee, bless thee still ! * 
I spake these words in sadness, but a flame 
Did sweep them from my lips ; the next that 
came 
"Was even as a Message, — * and He wilV 

Dora Grsenwbll. 



trouble* 
^eptemtet 17. 

O Life ! O Death I O World I O Time ! 

O Grave where all things flow I 
'Tis yours to make our lot sublime 

With your great weight of woe. 
Though sharpest anguish hearts may wring, 

Though bosoms torn may be, 

Yet suffering is a holy thing : — 

Without it, what were we ? 

Archbishop Trench. 



144 SEPTEMBER 18, 19, 

'3luti0( ri0i)teou0 3[u1i0ineitt» 
^eptemtet i8* 

There is an evil and a good 
In every soul unknown to thee ; 

A darker and a brighter mood 
Than aught thine £ye can ever see ; 

Words, actions, faintly mark the whole 

That lies within a human soul. 

Perhaps thy sterner mind condemns 

Some brother mind, that, reasoning less, 

The tide of error faintly stems. 
In pain, in grief, in weariness ; 

Thou call'st him weak, he may be so. 

What made him weak thou canst not know. 

The pure, the holy, they perchance 
About thy path have still been seen ; 

Nor could thy foot one step advance, 
But there some pious aid hath been. 

How happy in that blessed state I 

O pray for hearts more desolate. 

Emily Taylor. 



4&eptem!)er ig» 

We can only have the highest happiness — such as 
goes along with being a great man — by having wide 
thoughts and much feeling for the rest of the world 
as well as ourselves : and this sort of happiness often 
brings so much pain with it, that we can only tell it 
from pain by its being what we would choose before 
everything else, because our souls see it is good. 

Oiu^^GE Eliot. 



SEPTEMBER fH>, 91. 145 

%t\fttmbtt 20. 

When thou art sad or sore perplexed, 
Pressed above stren^ by duties manifold, 

Or by the faults of others vexed, 
Or moummg for the gne& of earth untold ; 

The tune to pray, behold I 

When thou canst lift thy head and say, 
*The sky is clearer — ^much there is to cheer ; 

He heard, doth He not hear alway ? 
He is a God not afar off, but near : ' 

T^nJk thou Him day by day. 

When the 'clear shining after rain* 
Causes the heart to leap, and hope to spring. 

And vexing thoughts retreat again, 
O take Him then joyful thankofiering : — 

Thou then shalt praises sing. 
C. S. 

9i)e ILe00on0 of Hife. 
September 21. 

Life teaches us its lessons by degrees, 

And slowly yields its secrets ; as some hill, 
Which in the shadeless noon lay smooth and still, 

Reveals undreamed-of chasms, if a breeze 
Fleck it with cloud-bom shadows ; so are these 

Learnt by long watching as the sunbeams fill 
Our depths, and the storm chasten, if we will 

But strive to see them as our Father sees. 
• • • • 

Nor shall our feet slip on the mountain side. 
Having the Lord for Ruler and for Guide. 

J. E. A. Brown. 



146 SEPTEMBER 22, 23. 

;^UtuaI ^bittmtit* 
%eptem1)et aa. 

To be understood is to be twice oneself. To find 
that another mind than our own has analjrsed our 
position, and entered into our doubts, is armour 
against danger and assurance of sanity. Hard it is 
for a man to be alone in trouble. He blenches, 
partly from i^orance, and in part because in his 
loneliness he is not afraid to blench. . And though 
God be for ever present with every man, yet were 
mankind created for mutual sympathy, and. through 
that sympathy it is that God indirectly seeks to im- 
press His love upon us. There may come a season 
whereto no merely human aid can minister, and well 
for man if in that time he have already recognised 
the Divine inspiration of all human charity. 

Julian Hawthorns. 



9Sereat)ement* 
%ep temper a3» 

Thou wast the Source of all that love 
Which makes me glad no more ; 

And Thou hast taken to Th)rself 
What was Thine own before : 

Thine, and mine too, O Good to give, 
O Faithful to restore I 

That loving spirit is withdrawn 

From every shade of sin ; 
And I in sympathy with her 

A holier life begin. 
Yes ! to her new delight in Thee 

I, Lord, can enter in. A. L. Waring. 



SEPTEMBER M. 147 



900 anti 2'<>ttti»* 

Crabbed age and youth 

Cannot live together. Shakbspsarb. 

Crabbed Age I — ah, Youth, I grant you 
Crabbed Age can ne'er enchant you : 
But the Age that is not soured. 
Though its hopes were all deflowered ; 
Age that laughing, limpeth on. 
When its speed and strength are gone ; 
Age whose brow of sagest form 
Whitens as the heart grows warm ; 

• • • • • 

That devotes its latest leisure 
Not to hoard, but give its treasure ; 

• • • • * 

Lovii^ life and all that's in it. 

More and more each golden minute : 

Age like this — ah I tell me, Youth, 

Tell me now a pleasant truth : 

Cannot Youth and Age like this 

Live together — ^linked in bliss ? 

Leman Blanchard. 




I 148 SEPTEMBER 25. 



9tit)ancin0 |'ear0* 
^q^temliet 25* 

O'er life's ocean, wide and pathless. 
Thus would I with patience steer ; 

No vain hope of journeying scatheless. 
No proud boast to face down fear ; 

Dark or bright His Providence, 

Trust in God be my defence. 

Time there was — 'tis so no longer— 

When I crowded every sail, 
Battled with the waves, and stronger 

Grew, as stronger grew the gale : 
But my strength sank with the wind, 
And the sea lay dead behind. 

• 

Cloud and sunshine, wind and weather. 
Sense and sight are fleeing fast ; 

Time and tide must fail together, 
Life and death will soon be past ; 

But where day's last spark declines 

Glory everlasting shines. 

Jambs Montgomsr' 



SEPTEMBER »€, 27, 149 



9 Jr9el9 il^ome* 

%eifttmbtt a6* 

O FORTUNATE, O happv day, 

When a new housenold finds its place 
Among the myriad homes of earth 
Like a new star just sprung to birth. 
And rolled on its harmonious way 
Into the boundless realms of space 1 

For two alone, there in the hall 

Is spread the table round and small ; 

Upon the polished silver shine 

The evening lamps, but, more divine, 

The light of love shines over all ; 

Of love that says, not mine, and thine, 

But ours, for ours is thine and mine. 

Longfellow. 



ILon0in0 for ^e Ditine l&ufitatt* 
%tpumbtt 27. 

Oh that I knew where I might find Him! that 
I might come even to His seat I Job, xxiii. 3. 

I WENT, for He mightily wins 
Weary souls to His peaceful retreat ; 

And He gave me forgiveness of sins. 
And songs that I love to repeat : 

And oh as mine enemy came, 
My views of His glory to dim. 

He taught me to trust in His name, 

And to triumph by leaning on Him. 

A. L. Waring. 



r^ SEPTEJf3EJt «, » 

/ 



Ths. ^omnxest day hadi giesms of Ix^t ; 

The darkissc wave hadi li^ic fbam wear k ; 
Aad twtnicies rhmn^ the cloraiietf ra^jat 

Some solitary star to cheer ic 

The gfbomiest aool ia not aH ^ocan ; 

Tlie saddest heart ia not aH sodoes ; 
And sweetly o'er the darkest doom. 

There shines some Iln^exmg beam of gfa<^«>«- 

T>e3paiT is nerer ^mU despair ; 

Nor Hie nor deith the fixtnie doses ; 
And roand the shadowy brow of Care 

Win Hope and Fancy twine their roses. 

MSS. HCMAKS. 

;^i1i1ile life. 

HlOM hope and wild endeavour 

Have fled or sunk for ever ; 

Only the swifter seasons onward press, 

And every day that goes 

ts a full-scented, full-blown garden rose, 

Orb^d complete. 

And every hour brings its own burden sweet 

Of (Ittlly duty, precious care, 

Whcrcfrom the visible landscape calm and clear. 

Shows finer far, and the high heaven more near 

Than ever morning skies of sunrise were. 

Lbwis Morris. 



SEPTEMBER SO. 151 

%n lLeat)ln0 an fl)ni C^ome* 

Arise ye and depart, for this is not your rest. 

Seems it to us, blind circumstance, 
Or fate, or some ill-omened chance 

Directs the striking of our tent ? 

Has many a happy year been spent 
And many a season dear to thought 

Been passed beneath the familiar roof? 

And seems it, as if this were proof 
That all our joy is come to nought ? 
It is not so ! when God directs 

Our path in all things, as we pray, 
His people's journeyings He protects. 

And makes it best to go or stay. 
Peace is before us as behind. 
If to fulfil His Will we steadfast set our mind. 

C. S. 



-Nc OCTOBER. *<- 



3lii Vimt of IDiatxtM* 

Lord, it is Thou ! and I can walk 

Upon the heaving sea, 
Firm in a vext unquiet way, 

Because I come to Thee. 
If thou art all I hope to gain, 

And all I fear to miss, 
There is a highway for my heart 

Through rougher seas than this. 

These waters would not hold me up 

If Thou wert not my end ; 
But whom Thou callest to Thyself, 

Even winds and waves defend. 
Our very perils shut us in 

To Thy supporting care : 
We venture on the awful deep 

And find our courage there. 

A L. Waring. 



154 OCTOBER f, JL 



lx> yoa tmagine, that when joo ghre yvmsdf to 
the Lord Jesits yon oo^it no loiter to Ujoffif to plajt 
to fje merry together^ On the contiaij, there are 
m>ne who have so much right to gaiety of heart as 
the children of God. St Paul teUs as to rejoice ever- 
more* There is a time for everything. Prayer itself, 
and r/ther religious exercises, which are meant to he 
to the honour of God, may become displeasing to 
Him, and even sinful, if we suffer them to canse us to 
neglect the work which He has entrusted to us to do. 
Merriment, fun, laughter, and gaiety of heart, with 
conNtant remembrance of the presence of God, if not 
interrcring with, but refreshing you for your needful 
work, may be, and are, good, and pleasing to God. 

J. F. Obbrlin. 



Vl)t i&obiit in 9ututnit* 
Cctohet 3. 

SWKKT messenger of *calm decay,' 

Saluting sorrow as you may, 
Ah one Htill lx;nt to fmd or make the best, 

In thcc, and in this quiet mead, 

The IcNSon of sweet peace I read, 
Ktithor in nil to be resigned than blest. 

Kbblb. 






-H|c OCTOBER. *<- 



3|ii Kimt of Di0tte00« 
fl)cto!)tt z* 

Lord, it is Thou ! and I can walk 

Upon the heaving sea, 
Firm in a vext unquiet way. 

Because I come to Thee. 
If thou art all I hope to gain, 

And all I fear to miss, 
There is a highway for my heart 

Through rougher seas than this. 

These waters would not hold me up 

If Thou wert not my end ; 
But whom Thou callest to Thyself, 

Even winds and waves defend. 
Our very perils shut us in 

To Thy supporting care : 
We venture on the awful deep 

And find our courage there. 

A. L. Waring. 



IS6 OCTOBER fi, 7. 



It was a daj that sent into the heart 
A summer feeling : evoi the insect swanns 
From the dork nooks and coverts issued forth, 
To sport through one day of existence more. 
The solitary primrose on the bank 
Seemed now as if it had no cause to mourn 
Its bleak autumnal birth ; the rocks and shores, 
The forests, and the everlasting hills. 
Smiled in the joyful sunshine : they partook 
The universal blessing. Southkt. 



fl)ur Srue life* 
October 7. 

To breathe, and wake, and sleep, 

To smile, to sigh, to grieve. 
To move in idleness through earth. 

This, this is not to live ! 

Make haste, O man, to live. 

The useful, not the great, 

The thing that never dies, 
The silent toil that is not last, 
Set these before thine eyes ; 

Make haste, O man, to live. 

. Rev. H. Bonar, D.D. 



OCTOBER 8, 9. 157 



Disappointment* 
^ttfibtt 8. 

Behind the soft, bright summer cloud, 

That makes such haste to melt and die, 
Our wistful gaze is oft allowed 

A glimpse of the unchanging sky : 
Let storm and darkness do their worst, 

For the last dream the heart may ache, 
The heart may ache but may not burst : 

Heaven will not leave thee nor forsake. 

Kbblb. 



^r Hife* 
fl)cto!)et 9* 

Not many lives, but only one, have we — 

One, only one ; 
How sacred should that one life ever be. 

That narrow span ! 
Day after day filled up with blessM toil, 
Hour after hour still bringing in new spoil. 

Our being is no shadow of thin air, 

No vacant dream. 
No &ble of the things that never were. 

But only seem. 
'Tis full of meaning, as of m3rstery. 
Though strange and solemn may that meaning be. 

Rsv. H. BoNAR, D.D. 



158 OCTOBER 10, 11. 

S2aatc|> anH IPraB« 
fl)cto!)et xo» 

* Watch ! watch and pray ! * in suffering hour 
Thus He exclaimed who felt its power 

And triumphed in the strife. 
Victor of death, Thy voice I hear, — 
Fain would I watch with holy fear, 
Would watch and pray through life's career, 

And only end with life. Dr. Mason Good. 



^nitt from (Son* 
0cto!)et XX. 

Quiet from God — ^it cometh not to still 

The vast and high aspirings of the soul. 
The deep emotions that the spirit fill. 
And speed its purpose onward to the goal. 
It dims not youth's bright eye, 
Bends not joy's lofty brow ; 
No guileless ecstasy 
Need in its presence bow. 

It comes not in a sullen form to place 

Life's greatest good in an inglorious rest, 
Through a dull beaten track its way to trace. 
And to lethargic slumber lull the breast. 
Action may be its sphere, 

Mountain paths, boundless fields, 
O'er billows its career : 

This is the strength it yields. Anon. 



OCTOBER 12, 13, 159 



O Thou who art our life, 

Be with us through the strife ! 
Was not Thy head by earth's fierce tempest bowed ? 

Raise Thou our eyes above, 

To see a Father's love 
Beam, like a bow of promise through the cloud. 

Even through the awful gloom 

Which hovers o'er the tomb, 
That light of love our guiding star shall be ; 

Our spirits shall not dread 

The shadowy way to tread. 
Friend, Guardian, Saviour, which doth lead to Thee. 

Anon. 



3[n i^itiTiIe life* 

flDctofiet 13* 

'Tis now too late to cast about for friends ; 

The expectation of my little life, 

In cruel tables skilfully compiled, 

Is only fifteen years. Well, be it so ; 

I gain at least this profit from the lack 

Of so much human love, that love's one Source 

Is longed for more — the love of God, which love 

Creates some answering love even in me. 

R. B. RUTTER. 




i6o 



OCTOBER 14, 15. 



Dut]f* 

What I pray for you is, that you may keep your 
eye fixed on duty ; that your life may be directed to 
it like the magnet to the pole, in storm, in cloud, and 
darkness ; that you may be stem with yourself, and 
strict : then you will find comfort and strength in 
duty : and that to this devotion to duty you may 
gradually add the growing, quiet fervour, deep down 

in your heart, of love to God and man. 

Rev. J. M. Wu^on. 



($oti in Jl^ature* 
0cto!)et x5» 

Thou art, O God ! the life and light 
Of all this wondrous world we see ; 

Its glow by day, its smile by might, 
Are but reflections caught from Thee ; 

Where'er we turn Thy glories shine, 

And all things fair and bright are Thine. 

MOORB. 

These are Thy glorious works. Parent of good, 
Almighty I Thine this universal firame, 
Thus wondrous fair : Thyself how wondrous then 1 

Milton. 



OCTOBER 16, 17. i6i 

Dut]f* 

In the long run we should find our chief delight in 
the ordinary pursuits and duties of life, rather than in 
occasional release from them. Fitch. 

That supremely hallowed motive which men call 
Duty, but which can have no inward constraining 
existence save through some form of believing love. 

George Eliot. 



90piration* 
0ctol>et 17. 

I WANT a heart to pray, 

To pray and never cease. 
Never to murmur at Thy stay 

Or wish my sufferings less. 

This blessing above all. 

Always to pray, I want. 
Out of the deep on Thee to call, 

And never, never faint. 

I rest upon Thy word ; 

Thy promise is for me ; 
My succour and salvation. Lord, 

Shall surely come from Thee. 

But let me still abide, 

Nor from my hope remove, 
Till Thou my patient spirit guide 

Into Thy perfect love. Charles Wesley. 



M 



1 62 



OCTOBER 18, 19. 



9 Cott0cimce at ]9eace« 

O THAT our lives, which flee so fast. 

In purity were such, 
That not an image of the past 

Should fear the pencil's touch I 

Retirement then might hourly look 

Upon a soothing scene, 
Age steal to his allotted nook, 

Contented and serene ; 

With heart as calm as lakes that sleep. 

In frosty moonlight glistening ; 
Or mountain rivers, where they creep 
Along a channel smooth and deep, 
To their own far-off murmurs listening. 

Wordsworth. 



\ 



Eelicum in DailF ^i^e. 
^cttibtt X9» 

I KNOW you think my pursuits are too much for 
earth — perhaps it may be so. I think but few are 
called to entire religious service : I am not one of 
those few. What I think is right to be done, and 
this I wish were my case, is that a sense of religious 
responsibility and feeling should pervade all we do, 
so that all our secular duties shoiild be seasoned 
with it. J. P. S. 



OCTOBER BO, 21. 163 

Kit Dean* 

0c toilet 2o» 

By the heart's wound when most gory, 

By the longest agony, 
Smile 1 behold in sudden glory 

The Transfigured smiles on t^ee ! 

And ye lifted up your head, and it seemed as if He said, 
* My belovM, is it so ? 
Have ye tasted of My woe ? 
Of My Heaven ye shall not fail 1 ' 
He stands brightly where the shade is. 
With the keys of Death and Hades, 
And there ends the mournful tale — 

So hopefully ye think upon the dead ! 

E. B. Browning. 



tS/O 60t or fttas? 

0cto(et 2z» 

Stay, stay at home, my heart, and rest, 
Home-keeping hearts are happiest ; 
For those that wander they know not where 
Are full of trouble and full of care : 
To stay at home is best. 

Weary and homesick and distressed. 
They wander east, they wander west, 
And are baffled and beaten and blown about 
By the winds of the wilderness of doubt : 

To stay at home is best Longfellow. 



i 



164 



OCTOBER SS, 23. 



]0rai0e« 

0CtObet 22* 

O YE children of men, bless ye the Lord: praise Him 
and magnify Him for ever. 

O ye humble men of heart, bless ye the Lord: 
praise Him and magnify Him for ever. 

Shall I join the hymn of praise ? 

Can I still the murmuring thought. 
And tbe lurking discontent, 
That but now my spirit rent ? 

Can my laggard soul be brought 
Joyful anthems to upraise ? 
And with * humble men of heart ' 
Lift my voice and take my part ? 
Lord I Thy Spirit breathe on me. 
And I will praise Thee with Thy * faithful three.* 
C.S. 

9n aim' in life. 

October 23» 
Nay, best it is indeed 
To spend ourselves upon the general good ; 
And, oft misunderstood. 

To strive to lift the knees and limbs that bleed : — 
This is the best, the fullest meed. 
Let ignorance assail or hatred sneer ; 
Who loves his race, he shall not fear : 
He suffers not for long. 

Who doth his soul possess in loving, and grows strong. 

Lewis Morris. 



OCTOBER 24, 25, 165 

3[oFfuI dert)ice« 
0ctoliet 24. 

So may I shed abroad the blessing lent, 
Whether of earthly or celestial hue, 

And in Thy service all received be spent. 
To whom alone the debt of all is due. 

Blessing and blest, sweet honour, sweet employ, 

Happy, and filling every heart with joy. 

James Edmestok. 

By influence of the Light Divine 
Let thy own light to others shine ; 
Reflect all Heaven's propitious rays. 
In ardent love and cheerful praise. 

Bishop Kbn. 



3[n tS^rouble* 

0ctoliet 25» 

Thou who art weeping 
"When all are sleeping, 
Sad vigil keeping 

Far into night ; 
Nurse not thy sorrow 
Into to-morrow. 
From Jesus borrow. 

Comfort and strength. 
Long though He try thee, 
Still He stands by thee, 
He shall supply thee 

Richly at length. 



Dean Alpord. 




i66 OCTOBER 26, 27. I 



In ]^to0pect of tS/cm^yle* 
a)ct0bet 26» 

When I prayed for strength to bear the look of the 
calamity then it became bearable, and slowly it grew 
bright, and at its vanishing there was a glory left be- 
hind. And so what I prayed against at first, proved 
at last to have been an angel with me entertained 
unawares. 

There is no burden of the spirit but is lightened by 
kneeling under it. Little by little, the bitterest feel- 
ings are sweetened by the mention of them in prayer. 
And agony itself stops swelling if it can only cry 
sincerely, * My God 1 my God ! ' Anoh. 



Sututtm* 

0cto!)et 27* 

Gone are the birds that were our summer guests, 
With the last sheaves return the labouring wains. 

All things are symbols : the external shows 
Of Nature have their image in the mind} 
As flowers, and fruits, and falling of the leaves ; 

The song-birds leave us at the summer's close. 

Only the empty nests are left behind. 

And pipings of the quail among the sheaves. 

Longfellow. 



i 



OCTOBER 28, 29, 167 



(Dctobet a8» 

It is not in coin alone that the ' widow's mite * may 
be given to God and cast into His treasury. There 
are other small things in life we may give to His 
honour. There are smiles, and kind little words, and 
soft answers, and charitable judgments, and a sileot 
patience amidst the irritating trials of every-day life ; 
there is a gentle and kindly bearing in daily inter- 
course, a resolute thought that others may suffer from 
us, and yet no difference shall sour us ; — these are the 
'mites' in our Christian life which we may give to 
God out of reverence, love, and gratitude. 

Rev. John Congrbvb. 



^e 98eautH of if^ature anH 3[nnnortaIitF« 

0ctoliet 29* 

I RECLINE upon the still unwithered grass, and 
whisper to m3rself, ' O perfect day ! O beautiful 
world ! O beneficent God ! * and it is the promise of 
a blessed eternity ; for our Creator would never have 
made such lovely days, and have given us the deep 
hearts to enjoy them, above and beyond all thought, 
unless we were meant to be immortal. This sunshine 
is the golden pledge thereof : it beams through the 
gates of Paradise, and shows us glimpses far inward. 

Nathaniel Hawthorns. 



i68 OCTOBEfi 30, 31. 



i 



aseful ILttie0. 
fl)ct0ber 30. 

Be useful where thou livest, that they may 
Both want and wish thy pleasing presence stilL 
.... Finde out men's wants and will. 
And meet them there. All worldly joyes go lesse 
To the one joy of doing kindnesses. 

Let thy minde still be bent, still plotting where. 
And when, and how, the business may be done. 

Georgb Herbekt. 



October 3z» 



If you mean to act nobly, and seek to know the 
best things that God has put within reach of men, you 
must learn to fix your mind on that end, and not on 
what will happen to you because of it. And remem- 
ber, if you were to choose something lower, and make 
it the rule of your life to seek your own pleasure, and 
escape from what is disagreeable, calamity might 
come just the same ; and it would be calamity falling 
on base minds, which is the one form of sorrow which 
has no balm in it. George Eliot. 



^ NOVEMBER. *^ 



tS^i^e lLa0t of Sutumn* 

YKT.one smile more, departing, distant sun ! 

One mellow smile through the soft vapoury air, 
Ere o*er the frozen earth the loud winds run. 

Or snows are sifted o'er the meadows bare : 
One smile on the brown hills and naked trees. 

And the dark rocks whose summer wreaths are cast, 
And the blue gentian flower, that in the breeze 

Nods lonely, of her beauteous race the last. 
Yet a few sunny days in which the bee 

Shall murmur by the hedge that skirts the way ; 
The cricket chirp upon the russet lea. 

And man delight to linger in thy ray : 
Yet one rich smile, and we will try to bear 
The piercing winter frost, and winds, and darkened air. 

W. C. Bryant. 



Z^e Hote of (Son* 

How crushed one would be if one did not believe 
that God*s love to all people is the only source of ours, 
and that it only can enkindle ours I That is a truth 
I am sure of, and have in a manner been sure of at all 
times, whatever doubts might be pressing upon me. 
Prayer is surely not asking God to love them, and do 
them good because we love them better than He does : 
but o^ering ourselves as sacrifices to Him, that He 
may fill us with His love and send us on His errands. 

F. D. Maurice. 



170 NOVEMBER 3, 4, 

Duty is a power which rises with us in the morning 
and goes to rest with us at night. It is co-extensive 
with the action of our intelligence. It is the shadow 
which cleaves to us, go where we will, and which only 
leaves us when we leave the light of life. 

W. E. Gladstone. 

Stern daughter of the voice of God 1 

O Duty 1 if that name thou love. 
Who art a light to guide, a rod 

To check the erring, and reprove. 

♦ * ♦ ♦ 

Thee I now would serve more strictly, if I may. 

Wordsworth. 



W^z Autumn of lLife» 

Our Summer note is strong, 
The confidence of manhood speaks aloud ; 
It has to teach and counsel ; and its tone 
Must have a tender firmness in its song : 
Not tremble into tears, nor idly moan. 

O Autumn I what of thee ? 
Be chastened tenderness thy guiding breath. 
Knowledge of storm and sunshine temper thee. 
Patience subdue thee, calm love comfort thee. 
And faith lend sweetness to thy psalm of death. 

J. E. A. Brown. 



NOVEMBER 5, 5. 171 



^e Eetum S^ome* 

Now safe returned, with wandering tired, 

No more my little home I'll leave ! 
And many a tale of what Tve seen 

Shall while away the winter's eve. 
Oh, I have wandered far and wide, 

O'er many a distant foreign land ; 
Each place, each province I have tried, 

And sung and danced my saraband : 

But all their charms could not prevail 

To steal my heart from yonder vale. 

H. KiRKB White. 



(EEnHurance* 

May He keep me gentle and patient, yet active and 

zealous. May He make me humble - minded in this, 

that I do not look for good things as my portion here, 

but rather should look for trouble, as what I deserve, 

and as what Christ's people are to bear. Only, O 

Lord, strengthen me to bear it, whether it visit me in 

mind, body, or estate. Let me cherish a sober mind, 

to be ready to bear evenly, and not sullenly. O Lord, 

reveal to me Thyself in Christ Jesus, which knowledge 

will make all suffering and all trials easy. 

Dr. Arnold. 



vpz BfOWEMBEJi 7^ A 



MXmUatOKZ / ^ -f 

Weeics is die happifs: ^frarir to c&e ? 

Ofar sod oner if I mi^ir dDoawv 
Ejong: 2t tiie ^^le nfbG:^ would I U^ 
And €tsac my jpirit: ere JL iy 

With, bn^sz csLesaatL ^iew%, 

Soy sod snctha^ not so I, 

SfiddffT Si rhrarg&t is the drafh I wostld^Cg 



%tX ^adxir hat c mgtit up, as k 

To meet sj SaTioar ia tbe aii. Jasus Eohbstov. 



Wht ^soald I choose ? lor in Tkj love 

Most sareiy I desaj 
A gentler death than I vaysdf 
Shoold daxe to ask to 



Bat when, and where, and bj iHiat pain. 

All this is one to me ; 
I onlj long for sach a death 

As most shall honour Thee. F. W. Fabbk. 



iBotiemhet 8. 



How quiet shows the woodland scene ! 

Kacn flower and tree, its duty done, 
Rcj)OMing in decay serene, 

lAkc weary men, when age is won ; 
Huch calm old age as conscience pure 
And Kclf-commanding hearts ensure ; 
Waiting their summons to the sky. 
Content to live, but not afraid to die. Kbblb. 



NOVEMBER 9, 10. 173 

< SLotoIine00 of iWinU/ 
iBotiembet 9* 

'TwERE easy, 'mid the battle's blast, 

To front the foe without dismay, 
When music pla3rs, and friends stand fast ; 

But when on lowlier warfare cast, 

*Tis harder to obey. 

To pine aloof, *mid victories won, 

To lose the guerdon, dearly prized. 
The work we longed to compass, done, 
Accomplished by some meaner one 

Whose aid our strength despised. 

• * » » 

O teach us lowly to remain, 
W^ithout one murmur, at Thy feet ! 

Nor of the heaviest cross complain. 

Till Thou each docile spirit train 
Into Thy will complete. 

W. MORLSY PUNSHON. 



%^z Ci)anae0 ^ SLife. 

Continual good is sure to cloy ; 

*Tis from the mixture of alloy 

That ease is ease, that joy is joy. 

And ecstasy is ecstasy. 

Richard Whstall. 

We know not what is right, nor what is best : 

Direct our footsteps. Lord ! and choose our place of 

rest. James Edmeston. 



:farsziB3SS IT. m. 




M^ ]f amies sIbA M 



Atstjmnaaes. sf aso^oier ^csbcbl 

Tyr G«yt }axh Tiarirfff eadt Maumiuf^ da^f. 
And nnmbexcsi evexj «t'iKt oeac;. 

Aitd Viea;viaL'^ lan^ 2^ (sf Mas afacdl pi^ 
For 2^1 Hlft ghilfiwm ao&r bse. w. 



J« %it%%€BB^ 



tl9 irtfth my hxtk of IHe if swiftlj aaifing 

7fywAffh}Vtm who Hg^vtenedi all her load of pain ; 
I /^ow more weary of my mward ailiiig ; 

f f//ryg to )he where Death shall cease to reign ; 
Ami lefltifif; mm that set and moons that wane, 

't(f wie fhftt living Light which cannot die ; 
T(/ ftwell my M(]mftfch*i» praise, to join His train. 

Ami * Holy, hoJy, holy,* ever cry. 

No filh^ tior (sorrow morci a glorious company. 

R. B. RUTTSK. 




NOVEMBER 25, U. 175 

JBobentlier 13* 
In all situations there is a duty, and our highest 
blessedness lies in doing it. Carlylb. 

Then a voice within his breast 
Whispered, audible and clear. 
As if to the outward ear : 

• Do thy duty — that is best ; 

Leave unto thy Lord the rest.* 

Longfellow. 

Duty is an angel, reverently beloved, that walks 
beside the man with solemn steps. 

William Mountford. 



Secret IPeace* 
iBotembet 14. 
Above the dissonance of time. 

And discord of its angry words 
I hear the everlasting chime ; 
The music of unjarring chords. 

H. BONAR. 

There are, in this loud stunning tide 

Of human care and crime. 
With whom the melodies abide 

Of th' everlasting chime ; 
Who carry music in their heart. 

Through dusty lane and wrangling mart ; 
Plying their daily task with busier feet. 
Because their souls a secret strain repeat. 

Keblb. 



176 NOVEMBER 15, 16. 



3[n %itkntM* — (ftunHaFO 
JBotembet Z5» 

So as our Sabbaths hasten past, 
And rounding years bring nigh the last ; 
When sinks the sun behind the hill, 
And all the * weary wheels ' stand still : 

When by our bed the loved ones weep, 
And death-dews o'er the forehead creep. 
And vain is help or hope from men : — 
Jesus, our Lord ! receive us then. 

J. MOKLEV PUNSHON. 



Hitinc for i>t|)er04 
JBotember z6» 



If we had lost our own chief good, other people's 
good would remain, and that is worth trying for. . . . 
What do we live for, if it is not to make life less 
difficult to each other ? Gborgb Eliot. 

Small service is true service while it lasts, 
Of humblest friends, bright creature ! scorn not one ; 

The daisy, by the shadow that it casts, 

Protects the lingering dew-drop from the sun. 

Wordsworth. 



NOVEMBER 17, 18. I77 



(SiMielfit^ ftonoto* 

Shall we rest us here, 

And, by relating tales of others* griefs, 

See if 'twill teach us to forget our own ? 

Shaksspbarb. 

True piety is cheerful as the day ; 

Will weep indeed, and make a pitying moan 

For others* woes, but smiles upon her own. 

COWPBR. 



iS^t €ovmtt2 in Winter* 

jBot»eittIiet z8. 

When shrieked 
The bleak November winds, and smote the woods. 
And the brown fields were herbless, and the shades 
That met above the merry rivulet 
Were spoiled, I sought, I loved them ; still they seemed 
Like old companions in adversity. 
Still there was beauty in my walks ; the brook. 
Bordered with sparkling frost-work, was as gay 
As with its fringe of summer flowers. Ahi, 
The village with its spire, the path of streams 
And dim receding valleys, hid before 
By interposing trees, lay visible 
Through the bare grove, and my familiar haunts 
Seemed new to me. W. C. Bryant. 



N 
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r:S ^QVEJfBER I3v ifl^ 



0sl'0 <0Bilascf* 



/ 



We time God wtdi ir jc eve i iMire by hgnifilifng Him 
from oar thought3, not by rHHring to Him on slight 
occasions. His is not the finite snthonty or inteHi- 
[licence which cazmoC be troubled with small things. 
There is nothing so small bat that we may honoor 
God by asking His guidance of it, or insult Him by 
taking it into our own hands. Rcsmr. 



€^ ISUmnc if 9m!m* 

Oh, what a privilege to kneel. 

Fall down and worship at Thy feet. 

My God ! my Father ! and to feel 

With Thee communion high and sweet. 

To pour my spirit out in prayer, 
Or on the wings of praise ascend. 

Like Moses, to the mount, and there 

Converse with Thee, as friend with Friend. 

James Montgombky. 

How many tempests I have seen ! 

How oft the sun I could not see, 
When clouds rolled o*er to intervene. 

And veiled His cheering smile from me I 
Yet even in the darkest hour 

The Sun of Righteousness was there 
Above the mist, which knew His power, 

And felt the breath of prayer. R. B. Rutter. 



NOVEMBER 21, 22, 179 



Sfn trouble* 

JdoDembet ai. 

What is this Power, 
Against whose might, on all sides pressing us. 
We strive with fierce impatience, which but lays 
Our own frail spirits prostrate ? 

Now I know 
Thy Hand, my God ! — and they are soonest crushed 
That most withstand it I resist no more. 
A light, a light springs up from grief and death, 
Which with its solemn radiance doth reveal 
Why we have been thus tried. Mrs. Hemans. 



^(Settuifi on m Htfe/ 
Jdotiember aa» 

It seemed to me that ' getting on ' was not the true 
motive to a noble and godly life. It struck me that 
being noble and gentle, and just and true, and meek 
and lowly of heart, and kind and generous, and pure 
of heart and of life and speech, were in themselves 
frur greater things than riches or high position could 
purchase. I found in the 19th Psalm and in the 
Sermon on the Mount that that was the Christian 
view. I found also that as much light as that had 
been given to Plato. Danibl Macmillan. 



i8o 



NOVEMBER 23. 



^ut barieti lLit)e0* 
JBobemfiet 33* 

Some gaze on heaven, nor heed the earth, 

Nursing with prayer the hidden life. 
To some it seems, as from their birth 
They entered on the world for strife — 
For noble strife with wrong, and sin, and ill ; 
And death shall find them battling bravely still. 

To some is given the searching mind 

To seek with pains long-buried lore ; 
While others life's employment find 
In searching Nature's boundless store, 
The polished lens their guide to star or germ, 
Heaping up knowledge in their life's brief term. 

Thus devious though their pathways be, 
Like rooks careering through the air, 
If all one goal before them see. 

Be but their heart and treasure tA^re, 
All shall be well ; nor let one traveller say, 
* Quit thou thy path — mine is the better way.' 

CS. 



NOVEMBER 24, 25. i8i 

9 ^to^ of retumln0 iPeace* 
JBobemfiet 24. 

Long have I wandered, Saviour, I confess ; 

'Twas I who left Thee, though I know not how. 
With Thee alone was all the faithfulness, 

And Thine the love that will receive me now. 
Weary and travel-stained I long for rest, 
Let me now find it leaning on Thy breast. 

Keep me still near Thee, Shepherd kind and true, 
When sin and sorrow tempt me to despair ; 

When clouds of doubt obscure me firom Thy view, 
Keep me, still keep, in Thy unslumbering care. 

Teach me to track Thy steps, and ever flee 

All that could separate my soul from Thee. 

M.S. 



HiCi^t out of Darftnei80< 
JBotyemfiet 25* 



The light is bom out of the dark. 
Then let us humbly wait and hark 

For whisper or for word : 
The grandest message of God's lips. 
His most sublime apocalypse. 

Oft from the fiercest heart of flame are heard. 

W. MORLEV PUNSHON. 
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I'MtfHf ¥ */^ nSrttt^'vm iA wAU and devotion to 

/IH- w»<« Him |»i(HM/n M life of trial and sorrow had 

Hii i^HM )i».) Imvm iliftiiNml, lilifl to •ome odorous spices, 
''••Ih.iMtl III! wHHli* iiiii liiM, Ihouijh filling the air with 

H||»»M )iM|u< mI\d hrtd nnno, nor wish in life but to 

Mv>M\. \\\\\\ w>\Mvu< iiU*|Mt» the »crtd feet of her 



NOVEMBER 28, 29. 183 



Ztnt iEleIi0ion* 
jBobember 28. 

But true religion, sprung from God above, 
Is, like her fountain, full of charity, 
Embracing all things with a tender love, 
Full of goodwill and meek expectancy ; 
Full of true justice and sure verity. 
In heart and voice — free, large, even infinite : 
Not wedged in strait particularity. 
But grasping all in her vast, active spright. 
Bright lamp of God ! that men would joy in thy 
pure light ! Henry More (1640). 



JBobember ag» 

It is one of the conditions of a happy life to exert 
our best, and best-liked faculties, in our daily occupa- 
tions. And if these be not to our taste, there still 
may be happiness found in the exercise of our faculties 
to perform them well. Anon. 

No endeavour is in vain. 
Its reward is in the doing ; 
And the rapture of pursuing 

Is the prize the vanquished gain. 

Longfellow. 




i84 NOVEMBER 80. 



t ($it)er of 911* 
IBobembet 30* 

The eyes of the Lord are upon them that love 

Him : He is their mighty protection, strong stay, a 

defence from heat, and a cover from the smi at noon, 

a preserver from stumbling, and a help from falling. 

He raiseth up the soul and lighteneth the eyes ; He 

givelh health, life, and blessing. 

Ecclus. zxxiv. z6, 17. 

Every good gift and every perfect gift is from 
above, and cometh down from the Father of lights. 

St. James, u 17. 



-Hlc DECEMBER. 3N- 



Zit Comin0 Miinm* 
T>tctntbtt I. 

Then welcome cold ! welcome, ye snowy nights ! 
Heaven midst your rage shall mingle pure delights, 
And confidence of hope the soul sustain, 
While devastation sweeps along the plain. 
Nor shall the child of poverty despair. 
But bless the Power that rules the changing year ; 
Assured, though horrors round his cottage reign, 
That Spring will come, and Nature smile again. 

Robert Bloom field. 



Dtctmbrt a. 

Our Lord God doth like a printer, who setteth the 
letters backward ; we see and feel well His setting, 
but we shall see the print yonder in the life to come. 

Luther. 

For now we see in a mirror, darkly ; but then face 
to face : now I know in part ; but then shall I know 
fully, even as also I have been known fully. 

z Cor. xiii. xa. 



i86 DECEMBER 3. 



iW; ^ln 9SibIe« 
Decemliet 3* 

Little Bible, worn and faded, 

Dearer than another thou ; 
Thou wert mine ere life had shaded 

To the hue it weareth now. 

Thou wert mine when hope and youth 
Flushed the cheek and lit the eye — 

Sweeter memories, in truth, 
Than of these around me lie. 

Cares are heavy, faith is dim, 
And the way seems rough and long ; 

Far away I seem from Him 
Who was then my strength and song. 

Little Bible, guide for ages 

To the saints upon their way. 
Show me, teach me from thy pages, 

Where my feet have gone astray. 

Matilda Stur< 




DECEMBER 4, 5. 187 



JFamil; affection* 

December 4* 

Let those among you who are too young to know 
all that family afTection means (and nobody can know 
it till they are able to compare it with other social 
sentiments), take my word for it, that nothing is ever 
like it, nothing will ever take its place. When the 
last duty of nlial love is paid, and there remains 
nothing more for us to do for the beloved one for 
ever — when the form we cherished and sheltered from 
every breath lies out away in its lonely grave, round 
which the snows are falling and the winter winds are 
raving — then it seems as if all other duties are in 
comparison so remote, so indifferent, so devoid of all 
sacredness, that it is hard to rouse ourselves to fulfil 
them, save by the thought, * My father or my mother 
would have wished it.' Frances Power Cobbb. 



6ubmi00ion* 

Decembers. 

Show me the path. I had forgotten Thee 
When I was happy and free, 
Walking down here in the gladsome light o' the sun ; 
But now I come and mourn ; O set my feet 
In the road to Thy blest seat, 
And for the rest, O God 1 Thy will be done. 

Jean Ingelow. 

I WAS not ever thus, nor prayed that Thou 

Should'st lead me on ; 
I loved to choose and see my path, but now 

Lead Thou me on. J. H. Newman. 



[» DECEJiBMR % r. 



As a fond modiav when the da^ is a'«v 
Leads bf the hand a. little dnld to bed. 
Half willing; half rdactant to be led^ 

And leave his biokesi playthings on die ffooK; 

Still gazing at chem tfaxoo^ die open dooc. 
Nor wholly reassnred and comforted 
^ pTtMnises of others in dieir stead. 

Which, dioogh more splendid, may not please 
him more ; — 
So Nature deals with as, and takes away 

Our playthings one by one, and by the hand 
Leads T2S to rest so gendy, that we go 
Scarce knowing if we wish to go or sts^. 

Being too foil of sleep to anderstand 
How far the nnknown transcends the what 
we know. Loitgfellow. 



Pray, though the gift you ask for 

May never comfort your fears, 
May never repay your pleading ; 

Yet pray, with hopeful tears : 
Ati answer, not th€U you long for, 

Dut diviner, will come one day ; 
Your e)*es are too dim to see it, 

Yet strive, and wait, and pray. 

A.A.Paocnau 



DECEMBER 8. 189 



Z^t S)a; of our Deat}^* 
IDecembet 8. 

Thou inevitable day, 

When a voice to me shall say — 

' Thou must rise and come away ; 

All thine other journeys past, 
Gird thee and make ready fast 
For thy longest and thy last ;* — 

Day, deep hidden from our sight 

In impenetrable night. 

Who may guess of thee aright ? 

Little skills it when or how, 
If thou comest then or now, 
With a smooth or angry brow ; 

Come thou must, and we must die : — 
Jesus, Saviour, stand Thou by, 
When that last sleep seals our eye. 

Archbishop Trxnch. 



I90 DECEMBER 9, 10, 

% iSeautifuI Dlti 9ce. 

Decemfier 9» 

Such age how beautiful ! O lady bright, 

Whose mortal lineaments seem all refined 

By favouring nature and a saintly mind, 

To something purer and more exquisite 

Than flesh and blood, whene'er thou meet*st my sight, 

When I behold thy blanched, unwithered cheek, 

Thy temples fringed with locks of gleaming white, 

And head that droops because the soul is meek ; 

Thee with the welcome snowdrop I compare. 

That child of winter, prompting thoughts that climb 

From desolation towards the genial prime ; 

Or, with the moon, conquering earth's misty air, 

And filling more and more with crystal light 

As pensive evening deepens into night. 

Wordsworth. 



I^rai0ef 
December lo. 

Open thy heart to joy, nor think, 

* I joy, yet stand on sorrow's brink. 
Though the sun shine, yet rain is on the way.' 

* Rejoice, praise God 1* saith many a psalm. 
And joy is griefs prospective balm : 

So think not of the rain upon this glorious day. 

C.S. 
Whoso offereth praise glorifieth Me. 

Ps. L. 23. 
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Decembet iz. 

Jbsus, my Saviour, look on me, 
For I am weary and opprest ; 
I come to cast my soul on Thee ; 
Thou art my rest. 

Look down on me, for I am weak ; 
I feel the toilsome journey's length, 
Thine aid omnipotent I seek ; 
Thou art my strength. 

I am bewildered on my way. 
Dark and tempestuous is the night, 
O shed Thou forth some cheering ray, 

Thou art my light. John R, Macduff. 

Let not your heart be troubled, neither let it be 
afiraid. John, xiv. 97. 

Decemfiet za» 

A FRIEND is dear in silence, but in speech 
How mighty I for the heart will oft be stirred 
Unto its depths by even a passing word 

From lips beloved. J. E. A. Brown. 

Wise sa3dngs often fall on barren ground, but a 
kind word is never thrown away. Sir Arthur Helps. 



192 DECEMBER 13, 14. 

IDecembet 13. 

Faint not if prayer find tardy grace, 

Though saintly knees be bowed, 
But wait untired beneath the mountain's base ; 

Soon will the healing cloud 
Toward thee descend, — the voice of Love 
Through the glad air will gently move : — 

* Believe, and all may be : * — 
The voice of Power command afer 
The rushings of that ireful war. 

And heart and tongue for prayer be free. 

Kbble. 
Let not the sun go down upon your wrath. 

^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^ £ph« It. •6. 

ILit)in0 in l&tatt* 
70 tctmbtt i4» 

See how far thou art yet from true charity and 
humility, which knows not how to be angry with 
any one, or to be indignant save against self. It is 
no great thing to live with them that are good and 
meek, for this is naturally pleasing to all. But to be 
able to live peaceably with the obstinate and perverse 
or disorderly is a great grace, and a very praiseworthy 
and manly feat. 

He that knows best how to suffer will enjoy the 
greater peace. Such an one is conqueror of himself, 
a friend of Christ, and an heir of heaven. 

Thomas A Kempis. 



DECEMBER 15, 16, 193 

ISereatement* 

December 15. 

But since thou didst leave my side, 

Following after, with my tear 
Still upon thy cheek undried. 
Seems the river far less wide. 

And the hither shore more near. 

» • • • 

So God beckons by a hand 
I have clasped unto His land ; 
So He bids its dawn arise 
On me, through belovM eyes ; 
So the new, unearthly song. 
Seems a strain remembered long ; 
"With the angel voices blend 

Tones familiar, seraphs wear 
Looks I loved on earth : oh, friend. 

Kind companion, thou art there ! 

Dora Grbbnwsll. 



iWutual l^elp^ 
IDecembet 16. 



O MIGHT we all our lineage prove. 
Give and forgive, do good and love ; 
By soft endearments in kind strife, 
Lightening the load of daily life. Keble. 

Bear ye one another's burdens, and so fulfil the 
law of Christ. Gal. vi. a. 



o 
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I^SCZMUBS JSL Xt, 



x^fut "lie -»« iiiii^ 
7 ie *;iii»««r ;uiuv 

Jt<H Virtue *^ -fetrtt^ -rhilTf 

If --^ Isufr^ ir*V)n *^ 'jsr^tthfe: »uf ^k fctt, 
'/^/ iniw* krt*v#» If, aarf fA <«seie 

Lnm MoBKis. 



i 



Deremlbet 22. 

VsV\Ui \\n\)t^, flmi I/ATC, at God's hi^h altar shine, 
l/HtMp Iripln-brftiH^hcd, ami fed with oil divine. 

't'WM lit \\w^f^ (rlt>lo lit;htfi ihall once grow pale, 
'I'liMy litirii wifhouf^ but Lovo wUhin the veil. 

Nnlhln^j In \n\\^ Imt I«t)v«*, nor awght of worth ; 
t.HVM Id lliM iHOpimo llmt iloth sweeten earth. 

Akchiushoi* Tkbnch. 



DECEMBER 23, 24. 197 

Zfit 3l0K of ^Otl'0 Y^uattitu 

Decembet 23. 

Thy presence has a wondrous power ; 
The sharpest thorn becomes a flower, 

And breathes a sweet perfume. 
Whatever looked dark and sad before, 
With happy light shines silvered o*er — 

There's no such thing as gloom 1 

Thou know*st I have a cross to bear ; 
The needful stroke Thou dost not spare, 

To keep me near Thy side : 
But when I see the chastening rod 
In Thy pierced hand, my Lord, my God, 

I feel so satisfied. Charlotte Wilkins. 



d)ri0tma0 i&o0e0» 

Types of angelic innocence are they, 

They meet the storm clad in their virgin white. 
Tinted with silvery green ; and on this day, 

"When Christ was born into the world, and night 
To sunshine passed, these Christmas roses speak 

In simple parables of sin forgiven 
And washed as white as they ; of patience meek. 

Biding the appointed time, though sorely driven ; 
Of constancy no earthly storm can break ; 

Of Faith, and Hope, and Love, enduring unto 
Heaven. j. H. 



1 



i«S^ -n^r-Tfr^r^ 



Is tbr bnK aqniiuir rlKnmg: ^ '^ lottos 
Tba: fasf m liir ffirdie of ^e ^pear «« Bus. 
^i^^Dtsi Tnac ms: bm m man. Itw juiw almnr 
Til JK m-as: and ar a aoaii. thiu a t^ aD ^ir fi^its 
O^ unjugn: anc toBi^ and Tl ujaMui ^bH caeatkai^s jiSay. 

Gbdkex.. 



O THor, wlraat {^onaiB. yts. txaszaciBd }^|^ity 
>/i xap: in sign's manLta^ stoik inxD a manger. 

Since mj dazk bcnQ and lanxis^ is Tlij ngkt. 
To mas. cf all beast&. be not Thxm a stxanger. 

Fcnus^ and deck axj sod, tiaa Tbaa mayst have 

A better lodging Than a nek gt gxai^ 



ZlK Wffrtgprn if lift* 

Dercntct 96* 

Love will grow deeper as the sool looks back 
With tender gaze upon life's by-gone track ; 
And sees a Father's hand has led the way. 

And let the hindering thorns and briers grOw, 
And taken friends who cheered our earlier day, 
Nor suffered life too evenly to flow. 
O blessed retrospect I 
Kven now thou mayst reflect 
And what thy joy shall be, when thou fAe wfioU dost 
^"'^w. C. S. 




DECEMBER $7, 28. 199 



JForebotiins* 
December 27. 

My soul went forth to meet the coming days, 
And met a phantom, Sorrow, gaunt and grim : 
I shrank and trembled at its menace dim, 

And sore bewailed my lot, yet turned to gaze 

Again and yet again. Through the far haze 
It seemed to me a son of Anakim, 
Or as that giant who was slain of him 

Who tuned his harp of old to psalms of praise. 

No song was mine, but, as the hours went by, 
All in the chill of dawn I knelt to pray : 

Then, as it almost touched me, drawing nigh, 
Into thin mist the phantom passed away. 

The sun rose, and I heard a Voice divine, 

* Fear net, for I am with thee ; thou art Mine ! ' 

J. £. A. Brown. 



Vni0tin6 for t!^e JFuture* 
December 28* 

What then ? I am not careful to inquire ; 

I know there will be tears, and fears, and sorrow, 
And then a loving Saviour drawing nigher, 

And saying, */will answer for the morrow.' 

What then? for all my sins His pardoning grace, 
For all my wants and woes His loving*kindness ; 

For darkest shades, the shining of God's face ; 
And Christ's own hand to lead me in my blindness. 

Mrs. T. D. Crbwdson. 







. -ftrt the V^^.^^. »**• * 



caHuu'*^ ^ 



TbousH e«e* "^ -wife atte*^' 
•TU W»«» 1°*^ Maker Wessed •• ^^^ 

And dcWt V . ^^v,s \ive o ^^ 



ut 
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DECEMBER 31, 201 

■ 

Z^t CSR&nolon JFuture^ 
Decembet 3x» 

Upon the threshold of another year 

I pause, and bend the knee ; 
And with strange thrills of faith and fear 

Look up, O God, to Thee. 

Dark is the way, and all unknown the land, 

One step I can but see ; 
O Father, take me by the hand, 

I shall be safe with Thee. 

J. Tbmpbrlev Grey. 

Keep Thou my feet : I do not ask to see 
The distant scene ; one step enough for me. 

J. H. Newman. 

My times are in Thy hand. Ps. xxxi. 15. 



INDEX TO SUBJECTS. 

AlBSttNCft yiiHe ts 

Absent Friends yttfy 27 

Abide with Mb December 17 

Advancing Years ..... June 3 

DiTtx) June 6 

Ditto September 25 

AttVERSrrr Augusts; 

Affliction, How to Meet . . Sepiemttr 14 

Affliction, after Aiay^^ 

Age and Youth September^ 

Amiability February n 

Aim in Life October ^^ 

Anniversaries August ^ 

Anxiety May 6 

Ditto October 12 

April ■, April 1 

Apparent Failure .... February 2^ 

Aspiration ■» January q& 

Ditto i . March 9 

Ditto October 17 

Attitude of the Soul .... July 23 

Autumn October 27 

Ditto ffaoember i 

Autumn of Life November^ 

Benefit of Affliction . . * January 19 



d 



2«H INT>EX TO SUBJECTS, 

Bbattttc Visnxf Fetmary i8 

BESEATUOirr ApHlo, 

Ditto Amgmst ag 

Ditto , SefUmtero^ 

Ditto Dtcemier 15 

BEAsnvG Trocbix Wiixinglt . . . Afriloj 

Beloved Ones Depasted . . . Angutt^ 

ECAtTTT OF Natxtke .... October 9^ 

ElKTH FAruaryist 

BlBLS» AN Old Z>tt«atfer3 

BlRTHDAT IN MIDDLE LiFE . Dectwiher 18 

Ekook BT THE Wat .... August 25 

Change <»^ Place .... March 23 

Changes in Life November 10 

Charity January^ 

Ditto August 7 

Cheek, to February 14 

Cheekfulness Octobers 

Christmas Day December's 

Christmas Roses December 24 

Christ our Life January 23 

Ditto y»«^ 10 

Christ our Light . . . . , April 22 

Christ's Presence . . . . . March 4 

Christian Life April ^^^ 

Christian Standard .... September \ 

Christian Union September \s 
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Christian Character 
Christian's Calling 
Church Bells 
City, in a . 
Confidence in God 
Conscience at Peace 
Contentment 
Contented Mind. 
Country Church. 
Country Parson . 

Daisy , 

Daughter's Marriage 
Dawn of Sunday 
Day of Small Things 
Day of Our Death 
Dead, The 

Ditto . 

Ditto . 
Death . 

Ditto . 
Death of a Child 
Death of a Daughter 
Death of a Sister 
Death Welcome . 
Depression . 
Despondency 
Despondency in Spring 



. yuneiB 

. April 6 

. May 24^ 

January 10 

October 18 

January 9 

January 15 

. July 12 

. May 31 

. May% 

August 13 

February 4 

. May 26 

December 8 

. April 20 

September 6 

October 20 

February 3 

August 19 

February 24 

October 4 

July 7,^ 

JulyoA 

April 24 

July 2 

May 22 
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PEPASTED SPnUT . , • « . Julj J9 

VumcuvTY ymntarjQQ 

Ditto. yiamMotyaj 

Ditto Jmmevj 

Ditto « . • Apil xo 

Ditto l>ec€mier xx 

DiFFICIXLTT, in PROfiPECT OF « . „ April x6 

Ditto ^ • * Jimt as 

DnmcE Guidance June xi 

Divsksitt S^Uwiher^ 

Disappointment October Z 

Discontent September z 

DiscouBAGEMENT . , ^ « , February H'^ 
Discipline of Life . . « « . il/ajr 2 

Ditto . , ^1/^2^23 

Distress, in Time of . . . October x 

Doctrine AND Life J/ayxS 

Doubt May 4 

Duty January^ 

Ditto February x6 

Ditto March 19 

Ditto Aprils 

Ditto .....,,. July 10 

Ditto August 26 

Ditto October 1.^ 

Ditto October 16 

Ditto , November^ 

Ditto jyouemberi^ 
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Duty of being Happy 
Dying Word . 



Early Death 

Ditto . 
Earth and HEAVEii 
Emmanuel . 
Endurance . 
Entering Life 
Enjoyment of Life 

Ditto ... 
• Every Good Gift from Above 
Exaltation, Times of 

Faults of Others 
Family Affection 
' Fellow-workers with Gtod ' 
Fear of Death 
Foreboding .... 
' Fruit of the Spirit ' . 
Friendship in Sorrow . 
Future Unknown 

Getting on in Life 
Gentle Dismissal, The 

Giving 

Ditto 

Giver of All, The 



August ^ 
, May 17 



January 6 

February 27 

Naven^erQ6 

March 29 

November 6 

September 13 

yanuary 21 

. March 5 

JqLtiuary 2 

. Julyw 

January 14 

December ^ 

February 25 

. May 29 

December 27 

February 9 

March 14 

December 31 

November 22 

December 6 

March 15 

November 30 



2o8 INDEX TO SUBJECTS. 

God in Nature May 20 

Ditto June 7 

Ditto October 15 

Guidance April Z 

Ditto November 19 

God's Presence in times of Rejoicing September 10 
Golden Wedding-Day . . . March 22 
•Grant us Thy Peace' . . , June 27 

Growing Old March ^ 

Happiness in Advancing Age . . . April 28 
Happiness of Unselfishness . . . March 8 

Happy Lives November 29 

Heaven May 11 

Healthy Religious Life . . . February 10 
Help on the Way .... August 3 
Help in Discouragement . . . September ii 
High Standard, A . . . . Septembers 

How TO Work February 15 

Hope June 8 

Ditto August 28 

•Humble Men of Heart' .... Mayj 
Hymn of Praise 7^fy9 

' Ignorance in Asking ' • . . February 19 

Ditto . May 15 

Immortality. . . . . . . July 24. 

• Instant in Prayer * . . . . January 12 
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Indwelling Spirit .... January 30 

Infancy. February ^1 

Ditto March xj 



Jesus Christ the same Yesterday and 
FOR Ever 

Joy 

Joy in Sorrow . . 
Joy of God's Presence 
Ditto .... 
Joy of the Lord your Strength 
Joyful Service . . * w 
• [udge Righteous Judgment * . 



Leaving Home 
Leaving an Old Hqmb 

Ditto .... 
Lessons of Spring 
Lesson of Disappointment 
Lesson of Life 
Light OF THE World * 
Lights and Shadows . 
Light in Darkness 

Ditto .... 

Ditto .... 
Light out of Darkness 
Life, Our 
Lift up your Hearts . 



July 19 
. May 19 

F^fTuary 13 
. April f^s 

December SI3 

. July 6 

October 2^ 

September i8 

February 26 

March 25 

September 30 

. March z 

. April 2g 

September 21 

, June 26 

September 28 

February 28 

September s8 

November 11 

November's 

October 9 

August I 



2IO INDEX TO SUBJECTS. 

Living for Others .... November i6 

Living in Peace December 14 

Love to Christ March 13 

Love of God September 4 

Ditto November o. 

Love . December tsl 

Love of Nature July i 

Ditto July 7 

Look on Peter, The .... September j 
Longing for the Divine Presence . September 27 
Lowliness of Mind .... November f^ 
Lowliness ...... January 17 

Making the Best of Life , . January 5 
Manner of Our Death . . . November j 

Marriage March tA 

Meditation in the Country . . August 17 

Mind at Ease March 27 

Middle Age August 23 

Ditto September 211^ 

Ditto October 13 

Mote and Beam March 2 

Music July^ 

Murmurings July 21 

Mutual Sympathy .... September oa. 
MutQal Help December 16 

New Year . ^ .. .. . . January i 
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New Home September olS 

New Commandment .... August la 

Night ........ March 31 

Night Watch, A Aprils 

Noble Work January 18 

Noble Ambition March 3 

Noble Thoughts September 19 

Noble Aims October y, 

* Not MY Will, but^Thine' . . . JuneiR 

Nurse, For a Februarys 

Ditto ....... August lo 

Old Age January 2a 

Ditto March 11 

Ditto ....... November Z 

Ditto ....... December ^1 

Old Age, a Beautiful , , . . December 9 

Path of Peace February 5 

Past and Future .... March 18 

Patience under Our Sufferings . March 17 

Patience in Affliction . . . August 16 

Parting September i6 

Parting with Missionaries . , . April j 

Peace of Mind v . . . . February a 

Peace February ao 

Ditto Mayvj 

Ditto August is 
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Peace of Gop . . . . . . March 6 

Ditto Juiu 19 

Ditto ...... t August ai 

Perplexity Decembers 

Pleasure in Little Things . , . June 5 

Power op Prayer .. . . February 9^ 

Potter's Wheel January yi 

Prayer por Those at Sea . . March ai 

Prayer Afril 30 

Ditto , , July 13 

Ditto Ntruenibtroo 

Ditto December j 

Ditto December 19 

Prayer in Perplexity .... June 13 

Prayer in Joy ai^d Sorro\v . , , July 3 

Prayer, True August \\ 

Prayer and Praise , , . • September 20 

Presence of Christ .... February 7 

Presence op God in Nature , . . July z6 

Privileges op Middle Lipe . . March q6 

Ditto June 2$ 

Progress in the Christian Lipe . , July 96 

Peospect op Difficult Duty . . February 8 

Ditto March 16 

Prospect op Trouble . . . , October 85 

Praise for Deliverance . . . August iS 

Praise January 7 

Ditto February 1 
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Praise yvwea 

Ditto ...,,,.. June 9 

Ditto « • . yuMs la 

Ditto August ^^ 

Ditto Ocioieraa 

Ditto Dtcemberxo 

Psalm cxix Decemderoo 

Quibt Joy Atigusi 14 

Quiet from God . • . . . Oetoderii 

Reugion if Daily Life . . . JoMmary 11 

Ditto October ig 

Religion and Duty .... Jauuary 99 
Religion, Tkue . . • . • //ovemieraB 

Rest May at 

Rest in God June as 

Rest in a Busy Life Jumea^ 

Recovery May 10 

Ditto OcMirs 

Remedy for Sorrow Jumeai 

Return Home Nautmbers 

Retrospect Dteemkarwi 

Retrospect of Life .... DaemieraA 

* Redeeming the Time * . . . Jufy 18 

* Reaching forward to things before* January as 
Rejoicing March a^ 

Ditto Afril n 
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Rejoicing May i 

Ditto • . May 14 

Ditto .«•«.•«. MayaH 

Ditto June i 

Returning Peace . . . . November 2^ 
Robin in Autumn .... October ^ 

Saviour, The April ig 

Sea, by the Augusta^ 

Secret Peace ..... November 14^ 
Seeing the Best in Men .... April 17 

Seeking Health June 20 

Self-Examination .... January n^ 

Self-Estimate J^^y A 

Self-Forgetting April 15 

Separation August ^^ 

Sickness April 12 

Ditto . Mayg 

Ditto June 30 

Ditto Augusts 

Ditto November 12 

Ditto November 1$ 

Sisterly Love March 10 

Skylark March j 

Ditto April 13 

Sleep July 2$ 

Sleeplessness Augusts 

Solitude May 3 



INDEX TO SUBJECTS. 215 

Sorrow January 16 

Spring April g 

Ditto April 26 

Spiritual Discouragement . . . June 14 
Struggle of Life, The . . . January aS 

Submission Decembers 

Suffering May 13 

Summer Dawn June 4 

Summer Morning bt the Sea . . August 5 

Summer Day in Autumn .... October 6 
Sunday at Sea .;;... April ^ 
Sunday Morning. ..... J^h S 

Thankful Retrospect .... May 12 

Thanksgiving December^ 

' They Live whom we call Dead ' . March 20 

To Go, or Stay? October 21 

Trouble April 14 

Ditto .,•,,... April 18 

Ditto April 21 

Ditto September 12 

Ditto September 17 

Ditto October 2$ 

Ditto November 21 

True Enthusiasm . . . • August 4 

True Life, Our October 7 

True Love Unchanging .... May 16 
True Prayer Augusta 
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Tbolt Great Mah, The . 
Trubtino for the Future 






Ditto 






Trust 






Trust in God in APWJcnoN 
TKDtT IN God 

Unconscious Infloenc. . 
Unconobnial Lot, An 
Unselfish Sorrow '. 
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■ y 

A'.™™ 


'Use the World as not Abusing 


IT- 


S^U: 














Wakeful Nights > i 

WAKBFULHBS* V 1 1 

' Walking with God ' 
■Watch AND Pray- . . 
Weakness .... 
■Widows' Mites' . 
Winter, the Coming . 
Word in Season, A , 
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Oct 

Ax 

Oct, 

Dat 
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